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W hat's new7 Our name. Chicago Arts and Communication, always a typographical mouthful, is now Echo in big letters and , in small letters, Chicago's 
Arts and Communication Magazine. Echo should be easier to 
remember, easier to sell , and certainly easier to fit on the cover. 
That's not all. We have a new Front of Book section, the 
place for those short , fun little articles between the table of 
contents and the main features. For the first time since the 
inaugural issue in 1991, we have a piece of fiction to offer 
j oe Meno's hilarious tale of a dead man with disconcertingly 
red lips. 
Most important, the people on the masthead are new. And 
this, of course, is nothing new. Echo is a student effort, and stu-
dents have this annoying habit of moving on. With one excep-
tion, last year's staff was composed of seniors, so we started 
fresh this year. 
What's new7 I'm new. My esteemed predecessor, Don Gold, 
went out with last year's tide of seniors. He is a tough act to 
follow. Don advised the magazine through its first six incarna-
tions. He left a few pencils, a wall of awards, and a tradition, 
which is more than enough. 
Magazines are made with computers, cameras, ink and 
paper. But the most important ingredient is human. 
Columbia College provides the money, generously. I see that 
the bills are paid. 
The students make the magazine. From scratch. The College 
Magazine Workshop dreams it and assigns it to writers and 
photographers and artists. The Design for Editors class (which 
itself has a new name: Magazine Design II) designs it , shep-
herded this year by a brilliant teacher, Barry Rice. 
We steal talent from all over the college - especially the Art 
and Fiction Writing departments - although the bulk of it is 
written and edited by Journalism students. We work hard to 
get the details right, and learn just how difficult that is. 
A magazine will soak up as much work as you are willing to 
pour into it. We poured quite a bit, none more than editor Rob 
England, who was there at the end , sweating those obdurate 
details. As a tool of learning, Echo has already succeeded. Now 
it is up to you, the reader, to determine its success as a maga-
zine. Enjoy. 
Cl~ 
Scott Fosdick, Faculty Adviser 
From the editor \Aih j 1 
A year of hard worPWnll~tpaW.Pf 
I f there is one thing I have learned during my time at Columbia, it is the value of hard work. For, like the real world , Columbia's student body spans the people spectrum. 
Real people living real lives. There are those who don't just sit 
there, they do something, and inversely, those who don't just 
do something, they sit there. Such is the case with Echo. 
In julius Caesar, Shakespeare wrote: 
There is a tide in the affairs of men , 
Which taken at the flood , leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows and in miseries. 
On a such a full sea we are now afloat, 
And we must take the current when it serves, 
Or lose our ventures. 
These are the words - the kill-or-be-killed carpe diem state-
ment, if you will - that have guided me through the past year 
while working on this magazine. 
Many of the students who participated in the production 
battled the flood's currents and held strong until the entire 
magazine, or at least their duties, were complete. It is to these 
classmates I am eternally grateful. If it were not for your tireless 
efforts, who knows when this magazine would have come out, 
and if they would have let me see a copy in the sanitarium 
when it did. 
But for each ambitious, hard-working classmate who wi th-
stood the flood, there is one who was swept away, never to be 
heard from again. These students chose not to struggle with the 
rest of us, either giving up when the class period ended or 
never putting forth effort at all. But as I said before, thus is the 
real world. A lackadaisical person forces fellow workers to push 
a little harder, grow a little faster. This we did. I believe the 
results speak for themselves . 
All was not nearly as glum as I surely make it sound , though 
it probably would have been if not for the help of four people 
in particular. Scott Fosdick, my trusted advisor; Barry Rice, the 
design mastermind; Omar Castillo, my computer liaison; and 
Diane ]. Bell, one of the most ambitious people I have ever 
known, and the one person I would have been lost without. 
The four of you please enJOY this magazine with me, knowing 
that it would not exist if not for your exhaustive efforts. 
Or yours, the reader, for that matter. A magazine is nothing 
without an audience, so thanks for picking Echo up. I hope you 
find it as rewarding as I have . 
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Above: Todd Bennett. On the cover: Dave 
Burgess and Michelle Rice. Both photos 
are by Bogdan Nastase. 
2 
When frustration sets in, sometimes the 
only place to find solace is the road. 
The Old Town neighborhood is new again. 
But is it for the better? 
0 
Body modification may have made its mark 
in today's society, but studs , hoops and loops 
have been around since ancient times. 
WTTW airs a most unconventional look 
at Chicago. This isn't your parents' PBS. 
Some helpful advice for anyone who has 
ever been lost in cyberspace. And one of the 
men who can direct you out of the abyss. 
"il:i To Galleries 
The spray can was once considered a tool 
of vandals . Now it's the palette for artists 
of the future . 
The radio program Unshackled! has 
brightened the lives of listeners 
worldwide. Now it's your turn. 
Sometimes kids aren't like kids at all. Photo 
essay by Monet Whitaker. 
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Playboy's head rabbit tells all about her life, 
the company and the struggles of being a 
feminist. 
Elizabeth Kittle's story of a center for 
young mothers is one of misfortune, 
excitement and awakenings. 
One man's tale of struggling with 
stereotypes, family breakdown and 
the AIDS virus. 
Nothing will confuse a kid more 
than makeup on grandpa. 
Fiction by joe Meno. 
so ndin s 
5 eople It's a rna · . s a machine. It's Ben Sexton, Mysels' Mechanical Man. 
6 Nightlife Visit some of Chicago's hottest clubs cover-free. 
8 Cheap Chicago Only $10 in your pocket? An A-to-Z list of what to do. Plus designer bargains. 
10 
12 
Technology The future of Chicago's coffeehouse scene? We 
investigate the Internet cafe trend. 
Style The fashionable art of hair, and how to 
relax in style. 
14 Literature Books, books and more books- all about Chicago. And the ancient art of storytelling. 
15 Art From antiques to clothing, these auctioneers have got it all. 
theHis iJ a t n!AlR., e~eofoudavorit< 72 places in the city. You'd never guess it's right around 
the corner. 
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People 
I n a dark auditorium an audience watches a scene from a play. A young boy 
is shot and left alone on 
stage near a statue of Jean-
Baptiste Pointe DuSable. To 
the audience's surprise, the 
statue begins to move . 
Slowly it moves its head 
from side to side and 
mechanically moves its arms 
as if to relieve the strain 
from decades of immobility. 
It then steps off the platform 
and kneels down next to the 
dying young man , leaving 
the audience both shocked 
and intrigued. This isn't the 
first time audiences have 
been shocked by the robotic 
movements of Ben Sexton, 
The Mechanical Man. 
Sexton is known throughout 
the United States and 
Canada for performances 
with Bob Hope, Natalie 
Cole, Redd Foxx and a host 
of other celebrities. 
He started out modeling 
for a friend as a favor, but 
didn't like running back and 
forth to the dressing room 
to change clothes and 
appear back on stage. So he 
asked his friend for a spe-
cial spot onstage where he 
could stand off to the side 
like a statue and at the end 
of the show come to life and 
start modeling. Sexton's 
friend was not thrilled 
about this idea but Ben con-
vinced him to give it a try. It 
turns out that watching a 
motionless statue suddenly 
come to life was more 
frightening than it was 
entertaining. 
Sexton came up with 
another idea. While stand-
ing on stage, he would 
move just a little bit , like a 
robot. If his head got tired 
he would mechanically turn 
it to the side. When his 
arms got tired he would 
slowly move 
them back 
and forth, 
one at a 
time. 
The audi-
ence was so 
drawn to his 
movements 
that they were not paying 
any attention to the other 
models. Sexton's fri end was 
not happy, so he decided 
Sexton would have a special 
spot at the end of the show 
where he would come out 
as "The Mechanical Man" 
and model his outfit using 
robot-like movements. This 
was only the beginning. 
Sexton started doing the 
Mechanical Man in 1965. At 
58, he is still performing 
throughout the United 
States, but his main job is 
modeling fur coats for 
Mysels , located 
in downtown 
Chicago at 
State and 
Monroe. 
This is 
Sexton's fifth 
year at Mysels 
and he simply 
loves it. When asked why 
he enjoys it so much , he 
replied , "It's the kids. The 
amazement on their fa ces, 
as they tug at their parents, 
asking, 'Is he reaP ' It's the 
j oy of the children that 
keeps me performing." 
As Sexton stands in the 
window of Mysels modeling 
fur coats with his mechani-
cal movements, crowds 
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HE'S ALIVE: An onlooker 
cracks a smile as Ben Sexton 
models a fur coat in one of 
Mysels' display windows. 
develop outside the window. 
Some stand there for nearly 
20 minutes, asking them-
selves and the others 
around them , "Is he reaP 
What control and focus he 
has; how does he do it7" 
Through meditation 
Sexton has learned to con-
trol the movements and go 
for hours without blinking 
His movements are so 
intense, even his co-workers 
are amazed. Says one: 
"There is no way to deter-
mine a rise in sales has 
taken place due to his per-
formance, but I can tell he 
brings a lot of people into 
the store . 
-Anissa Miller 
5 
Nightlife 
C hicago has plenty to offer in the world of music, dancing and nightlife. In almost every neighborhood you can find a new place to meet, hang 
and, well, you know. Whether you're into rock, jazz, blues or hip hop, it is 
safe to say there is a second home out there for you. Here are a few of the 
most intriguing and well-known clubs to see and be seen at. 
Now, we have hit hard-
core. Exit (right) is a 
staple in the industri-
al and punk subcul-
ture of Chicago. The 
bottom floor 
screams heavy 
metal. There is a 
row of motorcycles 
used as chairs, and 
the jukebox has every 
hair band from the '80s. 
Upstairs is the club, which 
feels like a cave. The bar is tiny, the 
OJ booth is a mouse hole, and the dance floor, enclosed 
by chainlink fence, is as big as a bedroom. The music, 
fast and hard, fuels the two guys on the dance floor try-
ing to start a mosh pit On special nights there is a tarot 
card reader - a very insightful girl, highly recommended. 
If you like punk or industrial music and you dare to ven-
ture to Exit just wear some PVC or leather and you'll be 
fine. Look for the yellow happy face at 1315 W. North 
Ave. or call (773) 395-2700. 
-Te«a Hambly 
If you're looking for a 
place to live it up with a 
bunch of friends , try 
Kingston Mines , a 
hip blues bar at 
2548 N. Halsted 
St. Here you'll 
find a loud and 
rowdy crowd 
where the 
music keeps 
people on their 
feet well into 
the morning. Covers are 
steep, starting at $8 Sundays 
and Thursdays and $10 
Fridays and Saturdays, but 
your money will last because 
the doors won't close till 5 
a.m. Don't count on sitting 
unless you plan on dropping 
in just for the first few sets or 
catching the amateur acts on 
the second stage between 
breaks in the main show. 
-Annemarie Healy 
For a calmer, groovier night there is the Elbo 
Room (below). The upper floor is a lounge per-
fect for, well, lounging. Downstairs has that cave 
feel again. As always, the music defines the 
crowd, and if you like hip hop, if you like soul, if 
you like acid jazz and trip-hop, well, here it is. On 
busy nights the whole room just seems to pulsate and 
move to the sounds of the turntables. Here the D]s are 
the kings of the castle. Most nights there are live acts, 
but if you catch a night that aD] controls, expect to see 
some break-dancing and a whole lot of grooving. Jesse de Ia 
Pena lives on at 2871 N. Lincoln Ave., (773) 549-5549. 
-Terra Hambly 
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Unusual and alternative may be the best words to describe the 
Fireside Bowl, 2648 W Fullerton Ave. Two or three days during 
the week and on weekends the bowling alley turns into a hangout 
where people can listen to bands for a cheap price. Shows are 
usually no more than $6 - but don't think the small price means 
a disappointing show. Many talented local and up-and-coming 
bands frequent the Fireside. The cramped and smoky interior 
with a stage stuck in the back corner makes it seem as if the 
bands barely fit. Despite all its unattractiveness, Fireside is enjoy-
able because it is such a small place. It is an energizing feeling to 
be standing so close to the members of bands like Boris the 
Sprinkler or Archers of Loaf. 
Tired of all the crowds 
and big-name clubs? Then 
sneak a peek at the 
Toulouse Cognac Bar 
(right), 2140 N. Lincoln 
Park West, where you can 
listen to top-ra ted jazz musi-
cians Monday through 
Saturday from 8 p.m. to l 
a.m. while leisurely enJoying 
a fine snifter of cognac after 
your meal. Toulouse caters to 
a large clientele who come 
out specially for its impres-
sive cognac list, with prices 
ranging from $7 to $95 a 
snifter. The room is small 
but fits the romantic atmos-
phere of the bar, allowing 
you and your companion to 
let the music and the night 
merge together. Violin legend 
j ohnny Frigo plays every 
Monday night, bringing in 
his crowd of regulars and 
giving the place and people a 
sense of belonging. Covers 
range from $5 to $15. 
- Annemarie Healy 
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Another legend to the 
industrial and gothic crowd is 
Neo (left). Tucked away and 
almost hidden from passers-
by, it is located at 2350 N. 
Clark St. Use Urban 
Outfitters as a point of refer-
ence. The club is fai rly small , 
but it is set up comfortably 
One bar spans the length of 
the club. Drinks are about $3. 
The music is the best charac-
teristic of the club, a nice mix 
of tech-industrial, gothic, 
'80s, trance and pop. If you 
go on gothic night, you get to 
see all the vampi.res. (31 2) 
528-2622. 
-Terra Hambly 
Have some friends or rela-
tives visiting for a few days? 
Bring them to Buddy Guy's 
Legends (lett), home of 
blues great Buddy Guy, 754 
S. Wabash Ave. legends 
books not only Chicago's 
greatest, such as Howard 
levy, but also the country's 
best, including Memphis' 
Ann Peoples. 
While the seating 
seems to be filled in a mat-
ter of minutes on weekends, 
you can still enjoy the 
rockin' music while minging. 
Here you'll run into die-hard 
blues fanatics, tourists 
checking out the Chicago 
scene, musicians critiquing 
the players, businesspeople 
entertaining out-of-town 
clients, and many others 
enjoying the night The 
cover is reasonable, starting 
at $3 and topping off at $10 
on the weekends when 
some of the better-known 
musicians grace the stage. 
-Annematie Healy 
7 
Cheap Chicago 
T he worst feeling in the world comes at the end of a hectic week, 
when you need to go out 
but have no money. Rent is 
past due. Bills are really 
past due. You do whatever 
it takes to raise $1 0. This 
money is your golden ticket 
to discover "Cheap 
Chicago," or Cheap You in 
Chicago . 
Here's what you can do 
for less than $10 
Antique Row on Belmont 
Avenue. Free to browse. 
Doesn 't it make you mad to 
see the toys you abused as a 
child worth hun dreds of 
dollars now7 
Bike rental by the beach 
is $1 0 an hour. Go with a 
friend for a relaxing after-
noon in the sun. 
Chicago Cultural Center 
offers free arts programs. 
Dillinger- as in John 
Dillinger, a notorious figure 
during the Prohibition Era , 
spent July 22 , 1934, his last 
night alive, at the Biograph 
Theater, 2433 N. Lincoln 
Ave . The very same seat 
Dillinger occupied on that 
night can be occupied by 
you for the price of a movie 
ticket. 
On the last Thursday of 
every month, the Art Institu te 
hosts After Hours. Enjoy an 
evening of art , music, social-
izing and drinks for $10 
(drinks extra). 
Fortress' Castle' No, it's 
Graceland Cemetery, 4001 
N. Clark St ., the resting 
place of many of Chicago's 
rich and famous. Feel free 
to explore on your own, or 
join in on one of the 
Chicago Architecture 
Foundation's tours 
Greektown, on Halsted 
and Jackson stree ts, for 
some of the best cheese fires 
on the face of the earth. 
8 
Hyde Park houses the 
largest concentration of 
mansions in the city, includ-
ing Frank Lloyd Wright's 
Robie House. 
Imax Theater at Navy 
Pier. Watch movie classics 
on a 100-foot, 3-D movie 
screen that turns a regular 
movie into an in-your-face 
experience for $8 . 
Jane Addams Hull 
House, founded in 1889, 
was a school of social ~ork 
and a home for the disad-
vantaged. Now a museum 
located in Little Italy, it was 
and still is rumored to be 
haunted. It 's educational , 
free, and who knows what 
ghostly creatures you could 
run into. 
Kroonies, at Rush and 
Bellevue, is a sports bar 
with a little of everything. 
Lincoln Park Zoo's 
Art , 220 E. Chicago Ave ., is 
free the first Tuesday of the 
month. Otherwise it's $6.50. 
Newberry Library, 60 E. 
Walton St., may teach you 
something about yourself. 
Learn how to trace your 
family tree and keep a living 
record of loved ones, for a 
donation. 
Orchestra Hall , 220 S. 
Michigan Ave., offers dis-
counts during non-premium 
shows. First-row seats are 
$6.50 and the last row in 
the gallery is $8 
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Psychic and palm read-
ings are available anywhere 
in the city for $5-$10 
Quit laughing already 
and check out the famous 
Second City Theater, ~here 
for $5.50-$10, you won't be 
able to breath from laughing 
so hard . 
River North neighbor-
hood features the largest 
concentration of art gal-
leries outside of Manhattan. 
For listings contact 
www.chicago. tribune. com. 
Surf the Net. Internet 
cafes are popping up all 
over the city. Go online for 
about $8 an hour. 
Torso Theater performs 
plays for $10 per ticket, 
including the long-running 
"Cannibal Cheerleaders on 
Crack. " 
Under the Picasso is a 
series of free cultural per-
formances held at the Daley 
Civic Center at noon each 
weekday. 
Brew and View, in the 
Vic theater, where you can 
eat, drink , smoke and catch 
a movie fo r $3 . 
Wicker Park's Historic 
District is listed on the 
National Register of Historic 
Places. It houses mansions 
once owned by the Schlitz 
brewing magnate and 
Goldblatt. 
Xperience St. Patrick's 
day every day at Kitty 
O'Sheas , which takes you 
back to turn-of-the-century 
Dublin . The nightclub is 
located at 770 S. Michigan 
Ave . 
Yvette, 1206 N. State 
Parkway, "a chic bistro," fea -
tures live music and danc-
ing nightly for no cover. 
Zebra Lounge, 1220 N. 
State, a small enclave with 
black and white every-
thin g! 
-Christina Bultinck 
Chic, couture, afford-able. Which of these words doesn't belong7 
We've all played this game 
before. Yet all of these words 
coexist in the designer con-
signment market. With con-
sumers becoming more and 
more thrifty, designer con-
signment shops have carved 
out a permanent niche in 
Chicago's marketplace. In 
existence for more than 30 
years, these high-class resale 
shops serve as the major link 
between designers and the 
broader consumer market. 
Providing a service to 
the original as well as the 
final owner, designer con-
signment shops have a pos-
Providing a se~· e tohthe QIIOiral as w as t e 
nna owner, es1aner 
cons1anment s~S' hf e a oosltlve .1 pa on e tashmn us .an d~e~~\ ~,rfs 
severar seasons. g 
itive impact on the fashion 
industry and designers. 
The designer's style 
endures through several 
seasons. According to 
Sharon Elliott , co-owner of 
Elliott's Consignment, "The 
origina l owner can justify 
paying full price knowing 
they can sell the outfit at 
the end of the season and 
receive a return on their 
investment. " At the same 
time, the resale owner ben-
efits from the opportuni ty 
to purchase high-end fash-
ion at one-third the origi-
nal price. 
The resale industry has 
evolved from the thrift or 
welfare shops of England to 
Consignment clothes need not be rags. This elegant item is 
modeled by Teresa Adrian Graves. 
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the Rothschild's secondhand 
stores of the 1700s into our 
modern-day designer con-
signment market. As if there 
aren't enough classifications 
for resale shops, a new 
genre has emerged in recent 
years in the designer resale 
category of couture resale 
shops. Barbara Abarbanell , 
owner of the Daisy Shop, 
explains that "couture is one 
step above designer labeL " 
Couture apparel is known 
for its distinctive merchan-
dise and limited distribu-
tion. Designer consignment 
shops carry apparel created 
by popular designers who 
have mass produced ready-
to-wear lines. Both cate-
gories are very particular 
about the clothing they will 
accept. Items offered for 
consignment must be less 
than two years old, dry 
cleaned, in season and free 
of wear and tear. 
Since women aren't the 
only ones looking for a 
bargain , upscale consign-
ment shops for men are 
beginning to sprout up. 
One of only two upscale 
consignment shops exclu-
sively for men , Duomo is 
filling the void with new 
clothing as well. Taking 
advantage of overstock 
buyouts , Duomo carries 
Hugo Boss suits and Lazo 
ties at 70 percent of the 
retail cost. Suitsmart, 
another store dedicated to 
men , has a tailor on site 
just in case that suit you 
want to purchase isn't the 
perfect fit. 
With sizes ranging from 
0 to 18, Chicago's designer 
consignment market can 
dress you from head to toe 
in the most famous named 
clothing around and a 
smorgasbord of accessories. 
-Rhonda Jackson 
9 
Technology 
Welcome to 
the world of 
cyberspace and 
coffee , where 
the items on the 
menu are more 
than just edible. 
The wonders of 
technology are 
expanding and 
thrusting their 
cyber arms 
through various 
business windows, including those of what used to be your ordinary coffee 
shop . What can be better than to order a mug of gourmet java served on a 
CD instead of a placemat? You can enter private chat rooms, read the online 
newspaper, talk with a personal computer pal, or just browse the net. 
10 
U rbus Orbis provides an onramp to the information super highway for the com-
puter illiterate, or those who remain 
computerless - which is exactly 
what owner Tom Handley had in 
mind when he started the cafe. 
"My current rap is that we 
have a highly stratified society 
where lawyers hang out with 
lawyers and artists hang with 
artists. I wanted to cut across that 
and keep people of a like mindset 
together regardless of other 
demographics. " 
Having a hard time placing the 
cafe into one category? Well, 
Handley can place the customers 
into two groups. "There are two 
basic types of users that come in. 
The experienced people who 
want to check e-mail or have a 
specific piece of research to 
locate. They use it and are gone 
in an hour. The others are people 
that do not have a computer at 
home and are trying to decide 
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whether they like the Internet. " 
What makes this cafe differ-
ent from the others is the 
atmosphere. When one thinks 
of an Internet cafe, the words 
"interactive ," "virtual," "cyber" 
and "real time" come to mind. 
Most ca fes are decorated in a 
techo motif. Urbus Orbis 
resembles more of an under-
ground '70s coffeehouse . It 
combines the culture and social 
dynamics of the traditional cof-
feehouse with the more global 
perspective that the Internet 
provides. Will you ever look at 
a co ffee bean and a computer 
the same way again? 
-christina Bultinck 
The Interactive Bean cafe at 1137 W Belmont Ave. 1s one of the newest trends 
in coffeehouse chic. While you 
sit and drink a cappuccino, you 
can chat online, play a game, 
type a report or create a spread-
sheet on one of the nine 
Macintosh computers available. 
Nestled between Racine and 
Clifton streets, the cafe is sure 
to please all of your coffee and 
Internet needs. 
Internet time costs $9.60 per 
hour or 16 cents per minute. 
Laser and Inkjet printers and a 
fax machine can be used for an 
additional fee. Digital photo ser-
vice is offered through the use of 
an Apple Quick Take camera 
that hooks into the computer 
and allows the pictures to be 
printed, saved on disk or put on 
a web site. An e-mail account 
can be set up for $10 and main-
tained fo r $10 per month or 
$7.80 per hour. If games are 
your niche, Marathon (compara-
ble to Doom), Mist and Links 
Pro (golD are available. 
If you are one of the 
Internet illiterate, two types of 
classes are offered. All questions 
concerning e-mail, Netscape, 
video conferencing, chat rooms 
or whatever scares you most 
about the Information 
Superhighway are addressed. 
The basic Internet class, held 
Thursday evenings and Sunday 
mornings, is limited to five 
people and costs $50 for one 
session. It includes some free 
Internet time once class has 
ended and all the free coffee 
you can drink. The other class, 
offered on Mondays, is geared 
towards a larger group of peo-
ple involved in corporate orga-
nizations and is customized to 
the needs of that business. The 
class lasts approximately four 
hours and costs around $1,600 
for lO people. The basic 
Internet class is offered on 
Thursday nights and Sunday 
mornings, and the corporate 
class is offered on Mondays. 
If you would just like to 
enjoy the Bean side of the cafe, 
plenty of coffee drinks made 
with Seattles Best Coffee are 
available. Many customers JUSt 
go to the cafe for the coffee. 
Juice and soda are also available 
for the non-coffee drinker. 
Brownies, cookies and scones 
are a few of the bakery-fresh 
items provided by the 
Bittersweet pastry shop. 
Appetizers and entrees 
with a Mid-East theme are 
also served 
The atmosphere of the 
cafe is friendly and 
relaxed. Classical music 
plays softly in the back-
ground and the slightly 
dim lighting makes the envi-
ronment more intimate. The 
diverse group of people who 
enter the Interactive Bean range 
from the neighborhood natives 
who want a small coffee with 
cream and sugar to the new 
breed of coffee/Internet addicts 
who order a grande skim latte. 
The color combinations that 
grace the walls and decor of the 
cafe seem to point out this mix. 
Bright primary colors with 
energy and vitality align the 
tables, chairs and ceiling while 
warm, natural-earth tones flow 
along the walls. A perfect blend 
of hues and people make this 
cafe a mecca for great technolo-
gy, conversation and, of course, 
coffee. 
If you would like to explore 
the Interactive Bean, it is open 
Tuesday through Thursday 8 
a.m to 11:30 p.m., Friday 8 
a.m. to 12:30 a.m., Saturday 
9:30 a.m. to 12:30 a.m. and 
Sunday 9:30 a.m. to 9:30 p.m. 
For more information call 
(773) 528-2881 or send e-mail 
to imail@ibean.com. 
-Rachel Woods 
0 nl.ine Cafe is a cozy little coffee shop that stands one block from the B1ograph Theatre. For those who have 
never had any experience on the Internet and 
want to learn, the cafe also offers classes. 
With its pastel 
couches, round 
stools with com-
puters on them, 
and wooden cof-
fee tables topped 
with magazines 
and computer 
books, Online 
Cafe caters to just 
about anyone. 
Collin Car, 28, 
and Michael 
Crye, 24 , are the entrepreneurs and owners of 
the Online Cafe, and have optimistic views on 
the boom of Internet cafes . "We get a lot of 
walk-ins for the Internet classes that I teach," 
says Car. "We plan to expand to have more 
classes on weekends." -Kat Zeman 
E ager to serve, the staff of Screenz will roll out the red carpet fo r any-
one who crosses their door-
way. The interior is energized 
with blue and yellow hues, 
bright lights and the family of 
Screenz characters adorning 
the walls. They are so confi-
dent you will enjoy the expe-
rience, they have 
custom-designed Screenz 
T-shirts, baseball caps and 
mouse pads to take home 
with you. 
To fu rther enhance the cus-
tomer-centered atmosphere, 
Screenz has a Help Desk that 
is networked and accessible 
by headphones to every one of 
the 45 computer stations. 
-Rhonda Jackson 
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Style Taking hair to new,.hQ~hb 
H ave you ever wondered who creates those hair-styles that literally stand 
on end' Ms. Lynn, hair stylist at 
New Rare Secrets, has the magic 
in her hands to create hair styles 
with height and body 
Weave is also popular. "I have a 
lot of people ask for it." The 
Basket Weave combines a roller 
set with the look of a hand-craft-
ed basket. To achieve this look, 
Ms. Lynn says, "You take the hair 
in big sections, as if you were 
going to braid it, and weave it 
over ... overlapping ten sections." 
She specializes in the Double 
Roll and the Basket Weave. The 
Double Roll is two French Rolls, 
one on each side of the head, 
that come together at the crown 
forming two romantic twists. To 
achieve this look, Ms. Lynn says, 
"First I mold the hair on each 
side going up, paning a bang in 
the front. Once the mold dries 
under the hair dryer, I smooth 
the hair with a curling iron or 
silken iron." She then starts at 
the nape, tucking the hair under 
with pins until she gets to the 
top. The Double Roll , when fin-
ished, can rise 6 to 12 inches 
above the head. 
Ms. Lynn says the Basket 
Chicago is a tall town. Not only are the buildings tall, but so are the prices for what some people may feel are neces-
sities of life. But when it comes to hairstyles, 
priority and need exceed budget. One can pay 
top dollar and be pleased, or pay almost noth-
ing and walk away with a hairstyle destined to 
get second looks every bounce of the way 
Boys and girls as young as 15 apply 
permanents and relaxers to the heads of 
family members and friends. For some, 
th is merely takes the place of a part-
time job at the local fast-food restau-
rant. But for oth ers, such as Tony 
Trotter Jr. , this is the start of a career. 
Trotter, a 20-year-old hairstylist at j.R 's 
Barber Shop, actually began his training 
by cutting th e hair of his male friends 
in th e basement of his Harvey home. 
After graduating from high school one 
year early, and then attending barber 
sch ool , he was finally able to continue 
what he had practiced in sch ool - this 
time with a license. 
A license in hairstyling can make at least a 
12 
$15 difference when it comes to cutting 
mens hair. For womens stylists, the differ-
ence can reach into the hundreds. The 
demand for skilled hairstylists in Chicago is 
on the rise as more and more people realize 
that the hairstyles of men and women are 
just as important as the clothes they wear. 
Because of this, if the event demands it, a 
For this style, hair extensions 
may be used depending on the 
natural hair length. She says the 
Basket Weave and Double Roll 
aren't limited to just African-
American hair. "I have done 
Caucasian, Hispanic and Asian ." 
"It [creating both the Double 
Roll and Basket Weave] can take 
anywhere from one hour to one 
hour 45 minutes," explains Ms. 
Lynn. Prices are $45 and up, 
depending on how long it takes. 
Ms. Lynn keeps up with the 
latest hair styles by frequenting 
hair shows, classes and watching 
hair video tapes with 
step-by-step instruction on vari-
ous styles. She learned how to 
;;: do the Basket Weave from a 
~ video tape, varying the technique 
5 to her own style. 
5: ......Shannon Coatney 
Such styles cost as much as $45 for a wash 
and style and up to $65 for a cut, according 
to Anita Yehia of the Dearborn location. But 
at ACTS, the cost is less than $10 for the 
same services. Those who graduate from 
schools such as ACTS eventually follow 
Trotters path and work in salons or shops 
that enable them to use their creativity These 
are not stores such as 
The demand for skilled hairs!}tlists jn Chi' cvo. is. Supercuts , where the opportu-mtth~ nse~ more an~ m~re people rea IZ that nity. to be creative is limited. t~e OalrS es Of men an WOmen are IUS as These are salons such as the 
1mp0 ant as the CIO hes they wear. Afncana Hair Braiding Salon at 
woman will sometimes spend double or 
triple on her hairstyle what she will spend on 
her outfit. But a great style doesn't always 
have to cost as much. 
In the American Career Training School 
(ACTS), 237 S. State St. , the talents of aspir-
ing stylists thrive on the heads of clients. The 
styles done at this school include those ordi-
narily seen on the heads of women and men 
coming out of such professional and sophisti-
cated salons as Yehia at 630 S. Dearborn. 
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5493 S. Cornell Ave. in Hyde 
Park. At this salon, clients request 
Microbraids, which are braids so tiny that 
from a distance they look like unbraided hair. 
For this 10-hour routine, extensions of syn-
thetic hair are usually added to the hair shaft 
to make the hair appear longer. Prices for 
these jobs cost close to $100 (and you must 
provide the synthetic hair), unless you can 
get one of the many high school students 
who braid hair for around $20. 
-Diane J. Bell 
M ix America's self-defeating fitness craze wi th the self-
healing New Age revolution 
and you get the physiologi-
cal counterpart of Bally's -
otherwise known as a spa. 
There are no disfiguring 
mirrors here , not one 
dumbbell or piece of sado-
masochistic machinery At 
this place you leave your 
gym shoes at the door and 
forge t about sweating your 
way into a slimmer size. At 
these alte rnative "health 
clubs," physical fitness is 
not measured in pounds 
and ounces, but as an 
expression of mental 
health , which relies on a 
balanced interrelationship 
between mind, body and 
spirit , a prerequisite to total 
body fitness. Today, more 
and more therapists are 
employing holistic tech-
niques from the typical -
massage, yoga and medita-
tion - to the unusual -
f1oatation tanks, ortho-
bionomy and hypnotherapy, 
as treatments for 
headaches, back pain , mus-
cle tension , stress reduction 
and even infertility. More 
than anything, though , 
therapists are trying to 
emphasize the inseparable 
re lationship between body 
and mind and its role in a 
healthy lifestyle. 
"Integrating the physical, 
mental , emotional and spir-
itual fo r health , vitality and 
creativity" is Ann Hoeffel's 
motto and the fo cus, she 
says, of The Sun Center 
(1816 N. Wells St.) where 
she serves as both Director 
and multifunctional thera-
pist. Her homeopathic tech-
niques focus on fitness for 
the mindbody Certified in 
hypnotherapy, intuitive 
trancework and massage, 
Hoeffel uses a variety of 
self-correcting techniques 
like ortho-bionomy, a 
unique system of body 
therapy for pain relief and 
postural integration , and 
craniosacral therapy to 
stimulate the body's natural 
defense refl exes. More 
importantly, her treatments 
involve detailed instruc-
tions so the patient can 
identify and activate those 
healing responses on their 
own. "People like to learn 
Opening ~our heart and 
mrmt t s ne has n uona~~le e~,~eraoeuRc 
errec , more ~ome11mes t an tecumque. 
and like to feel 
involved," 
Hoeffel says, 
"especially 
concerning 
their own 
body Take 
that away 
and you 
really 
haven't done 
anything for 
them. " 
In addition to 
personal treatments, 
The Sun Center offers a 
workshop in color harmo-
nizing, exploring theories 
on how li ght, color and 
sound affect a person's con-
sciousness, and intuitive 
trancework, a therapy 
which concentrates on the 
mental maladies that often 
lead to the physical ail-
ments her more basic treat-
ments remedy 
For the physiological fit-
ness buff, The Body Mind 
Connection at 4 7 40 N. 
Lincoln Ave offers a variety 
of active al ternatives for 
stress reduction and self-
healing. An Inner Directed 
Movement Group, designed 
to teach students the thera-
peutic connection between 
mind and body via personal 
experience, uses breath-
work and evocative music 
to encourage students to be 
recep tive to the natural 
rhythms and responses of 
their bodies. The six-week 
Ecstatic Dance workshop, a 
discovery of movement 
meditation more than an 
aerobic class, consists of 
warm-ups, dancing, and 
journaling of your reflec-
tions as you learn, each 
week, one of five energies 
central to the holistic prac-
tice of self-healing. 
One of the more popular 
relaxation techniques that 
spas employ, yoga can 
induce mental focus and 
clarity, physical strength , 
flexibility, stamina and bal-
ance. Hatha Yoga, an 
ancient Indian holistic 
health system that refers to 
certain physical movements 
and postures combined 
with conscious breathing, is 
a favo rite of The Body Mind 
Connection. Becoming as 
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popular are Awareness 
Through Movement lessons 
(The Feldenkrais Method), 
which teach proper meth-
ods of daily movements. 
Lying to sitting, sitting to 
standing, reaching, touch-
ing and manipulating 
things are day- to-day activi-
ties that can , in time, result 
in tension and even injury 
This class is essential to 
typists, office and assembly 
workers, and even musi-
cians whose work depends 
on these repetitive gestures 
but often suffers due to 
them. 
Another, often ignored , 
daily activity - eating -
plays possibly the largest 
role in metaphysical fitness. 
In what should be called a 
self-help class for the 
Snackwell addict, 
Mind-Body 
Archaeology 
defines nutri -
tion and how 
we can effec-
tively incor-
porate that 
into a hectic 
·go's lifestyle. 
Concerned with 
the tendency we 
have to lose our-
selves in the diet 
industry, denying our 
personal needs for the 
impersonal fix-i t techniques 
of fitness gurus, the class 
focuses on the inseparable 
relationship between energy 
and sustenance. Lillian 
Irene Berg, instructor of 
this class believes, "Eating 
doesn 't have to ridden with 
guilt and judgment." It's a · 
shame we need to be told. 
By the way, if you 
haven 't the time or ~ney 
to de-stress, try this. Lay 
down. Close your eyes. And 
breathe. Works every time. 
-Tracy Malecki 
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The Madness of Art by Adam 
Langer ($12.95) 
M aking it big in Chicago made easy by someone willing to 
dish some secrets. Tips for 
musicians, artists , writers, 
actors and filmmakers on 
where to go, who to see, and 
what to say when you get there. 
Includes inside profiles of the 
best and worst galleries, music 
venues, comedy clubs and the-
aters in the Chicago area. Extras 
like the "Audition Ouch List," a 
do-and-don't guide to audition 
conduct, and "Gallery Snob 
Rating," revealing which ones 
won't even let you in the door, 
make the book an enjoyable 
read as well as a must-have 
how-to for starving artists 
Coffee Lover's Chicago edited 
by Sarah Burgundy ($8.95) 
For caffeine addicts who 
have discovered life beyond 
Starbucks, here is your per-
sonal guide to the trendy and 
tasty cafes of the Chicago 
area. If you've had to abandon 
your favorite hole-in-the-wall 
p va joint in search of permis-
sible smoking, live music or 
online access, "Coffee Lover's 
Chicago" will have a sugges-
tion. From Rogers Park to 
Oak Park, everything you 
need to know including 
reviews, addresses, prices, 
hours, menu items and enter-
tainment - plus coupons in 
the back of the book. 
Above Chicago by Robert 
Cameron ($28.50) 
OK, so you've seen the 
Sears Tower and the john 
Hancock building You may 
know Chicago, but you've 
never seen it like this. 
Acclaimed aerial photograph-
er Robert Cameron captures 
the rarely seen splendors of 
the Windy City as the latest 
addition to his "Above the 
city" collection , which 
includes San Francisco and 
Los Angeles. Mind-blowing 
shots of the city in every 
light , from every angle, from 
thousands of feet in the air, 
make for a great coffee table 
conversation piece and 
flip-through. 
Chicago Museums: A 
Complete Guide to the City's 
Cultural Attractions by 
Victor]. Danilov ($11.95) 
If the extent of your cultur-
al outings is Irish pubs and 
reggae bars, you really need to 
get out. There are more than 
200 cultural and historic cen-
ters in Chicago dedicated to 
providing educational alterna-
tives to the "been-done" 
Author William Styron once said of the tortuous process of writing, "I get a fine warm feeling when I'm doing well, but 
that pleasure is negated by the pain of getting 
started each day Lets face it, writing is hell." 
And famed novelist Margaret Atwood also taunt-
ed the profession by saying, "A ratio of failures is 
built into the process of writing. The wastebas-
ket has evolved for a reason." With attitudes like 
this, it's a wonder we have libraries and book-
stores brimful of their creations. Nevertheless, 
they speak the absolute truth, as any storyteller 
will concede. At this very moment, in fact, I'm 
sitting in front of my computer - at times my 
best friend, more often my nemesis - cigarette 
in hand, coffee nearby, pulling my hair out, 
searching for the perfect word, the perfect sen-
tence to convey my perfect, utter confusion. So 
why do it7 To make it a bit clearer I will quote 
another author, Isaac Asimov: "I write for the 
same reason I breathe - because if I didn't I 
would die." Tragic as this may sound, it merely 
means that for many of us telling stories is very 
much like the involuntary act of breathing. We 
have no choice in the matter. It is a consuming 
passion, an exhausting need to create, to expose 
the truth, to reveal ourselves and so human 
nature. It is oftentimes the selfish quest to prove 
to ourselves and to the literate public that the art 
of molding endless combinations of vowels and 
consonants into living, breathing verses has not 
waned in the wake of our technological 
advancements; that imagination to a society con-
sumed by prerecorded and digitally enhanced 
images has not become an antiquated concept. 
We write to defeat the absolutes of society, to 
mock the constraints of time and place, to chal-
lenge the boundaries of culture and race. We 
write because the end product is everlasting -
not unlike the beginning and middle it often 
seems - and because we are not. We write to 
remind, to remember and to be remembered, to 
"reflect what passes before us," as Natalia 
Ginsburg explained. Or as the English author 
Rumer Grodden simply said, 'To me and my 
kind, life itself is a story, and we have to tell it in 
stories- that is the way it falls. " 
-Tracy Malecki 
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scene. Danilov lists hours, 
location, price, interesting 
facts and special events in 
everything from ethnic muse-
ums, historic houses and 
maJ Or institutwns to conser-
vatories, galleries and nature 
centers. A guide to keeping 
you busy, entertained and 
enlightened. 
City of the Century by 
Donald L. Miller ($35.00) 
Thi s not-so-typical trip 
down memory lane chroni-
cles the epic transformation 
of Chicago from its humble 
beginnings as a fur-trading 
post to a thriving metrop olis 
by the close of the 19th cen -
tury. An accomplished histo-
rian and superb storyteller, 
Miller makes flawless sense 
of the more than 100 years 
of political, economical and 
social development in a sur-
prisingly spiri ted telling 
Each page takes you back in 
time to meet the capitalists, 
visionaries, architects and 
political figures who made 
the Windy City what some 
then called , and still 
consider, the proto type of 
American life. 
Coffee Will Make You Black 
by April Sinclair ($11.00) 
A timeless, coming-of-age 
tale for every age and race 
written by a Chicago native 
and set in our Hyde Park 
area . Sinclair wittingly 
accounts the trials and tribu-
lations of an adolescent 
African-American girl in the 
1960s, reluctant to grow up, 
naive about her growing body 
and confused about the grow-
ing prejudice surrounding her 
culture. Sinclair recalls in 
every page that nothing stays 
the same and some things will 
never change - growing up 
is one of those things . 
-Tracy Malecki 
Art Going once, go ·u.lw.i~~.,Me'\ 
U pon entering Collectibles Inc, 175 W Jackson Blvd , you 
might feel swept into anoth-
er era. Imagine going back 
to the glamorous 1960s to 
photograph John F Kennedy 
and Marilyn Monroe. Why 
not voyage further back to 
the 1820s for James 
Monroe's or John Quincy 
Adams' autographs? 
Intrigued by the historical 
aspect of collecting? This 
store houses many treasures 
with a definite historical past. 
Coins, once shiny but now 
covered with the residue of 
time, line dozens of tables, 
accompanied by paper money 
that has mysteriously voyaged 
to America from foreign 
countries. 
lectible carries a card with a 
description and a number. By 
filling out a simple fo rm I was 
able to obtain a bidder's num-
ber, which is recorded, along 
with a bid, on the card of my 
desired item. Bidding ceases 
each Friday at 5 p .m. 
Successful bidders claim their 
treasures on Monday, and the 
process starts all over. 
true. Walter 
Perschke, the auc-
twneer at 
Collectibles, is 
always on hand to 
dispel these myths 
by answering 
questions and 
assisting in the 
bidding process . 
Perschke, a 
1881 $20 gold piece that sold 
fo r $32,500, and a Panama 
Pacific commemorative coin 
set for $150,000. 
Today, Perschke says, 
"More people than any other 
period in time directly attend 
auctions. Auctions are contin-
ually becoming more accept-
ed, since people are less afraid 
of them. The buys at an auc-
tion are not offered anywhere 
else. They are unique. You 
never know what you are 
going to come across." 
-Christina Bultinck 
At Collectibles there are no 
podiums, no gavels, no cat 
fights between bidders over 
that item they JUSt have to 
have . Bidding is uncomplicat-
ed and fun . 
As a first time bidder, I 
found the system to be 
extremely easy Each col-
Another myth regarding 
auctions claims if one 
scratches one's ear, a Monet 
has just been purchased . Not 
licensed auctioneer for more 
than 20 years, is holder of 15 
world records fo r selling. 
Among his records are an 
What if there was a gateway where all worldly treasures were apprmsed , pho-
tographed, catalogued and sent to inter-
ested purchasers to bid on? Collectors 
from Guatemala and Australia would be 
able to counter-bid each other without 
leaving their houses. No more trekking 
around the planet in search of what's 
fascinating - the world will come to 
you. Sound like a scene from a fu turis-
tic movie? These even ts happen on a 
daily basis at the web site of Burchard 
& Associates (www.auctions-fl .com), 
professional auctioneers 
The site contains all the information 
a bidder needs : upcoming auctions, 
information on how to bid and appro-
priate forms, consignment information 
Virtual riiAMM~l~.M 
and catalogs with striking pictures and 
pricing data on hundreds of col-
lectibles. Did something catch your 
eye? Perhaps it was the French 
Gilt-Bronze and Kingwood pedestal 
clock from 1850 by J H. Riesener or 
maybe a magnificen t original oil paint-
ing by Norman Rockwell. You 'll be 
pleased to know bids are accepted via 
e-maiL Before doing so, check out the 
library, which informs bidders-to-be 
on how much similar relics sold for in 
the past. 
The number of antiques that pass 
through B&:A owner Jeffrey Burchard's 
hands is mind blowing. The site alone 
brings in 300 to 500 sales per day (that 
averages about two sales a minute.) 
Prices range from $5 to $40,000. 
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"We depend on repeat business and 
referrals, so it 's my j ob to make sure 
everyone is happy," says Burchard. Not 
only do they personally appraise every 
piece and honestly inform bidders of 
the condition, but advice from experts 
world wide lets them sell withou t fear 
of unauthenticity. 
This is perhaps one of the best 
examples of how people fro m all 
across the worl d who would normally 
not interact come together fo r a com-
mon interes t. "The great thing abou t 
the Internet is that it really creates a 
competitive atmosphere. You just 
need to be involved and you can get 
the items you want," Burchard 
exclaims. 
-Christina Bultinck 
15 
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111 just wanna be free. Free to ride my machine witho u. 
By Larry Lizewski 
I caught my mother in the garage, holy water in hand, performing a citizen's blessing on my motorcycle. I had to 
laugh because after everything l had 
been through during my three-month 
stay in Detroit, even I could appreciate 
the need for spiritual backup. Since 
arriving in Motown I had lost a job 
when the poppy seed cake I ate turned 
up positive for heroin on a drug test (not 
guilty), been arrested for drunken dri-
ving (guilty) and had my newly built, 
1954 Harley chopper ripped off by a 
motorcycle club that would return it 
under the condition l donate $1,000 
(screwed) It was the succession of these 
troubles that made me long for my 
adopted city - Chicago. 
16 
It took a few days of wrenching on 
the old machine till l felt confident of its 
road worthiness and the job l had done 
1 spent hours just staring at the lemon 
ice yellow panhead, feeling pride at the 
work I had put into it and dreaming of 
the adventures ahead. 
Thursday morning, l pack a few bags 
and tie them on the 
bike , making it look 
like a burro from a 
Walter Huston 
movie. 1 feel eager to 
get back to Chicago 
and I have 350 
beautiful miles on a 
Harley to contem-
plate my prospects, 
so with that 
thought, I kick the 
motor over. The 
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walls of the ga rage shake and the smell 
of the exhaust has me dancing and 
yelling words of encouragement at the 
old FL. l twist the throttle and listen 
carefully to the engine, making sure the 
push rods are tight and the timing is set, 
because l sure as hell am. l throw my 
leg over the seat and back out of the 
garage into the street. Straddling the 
being hassled by the man. " - Pete r Fo nda 1n Wild Angels 
vibrating bike, l zip up my leather and 
smi le at the breaking day. The familiar 
clank of first gear sounds good and l 
slowly let go of the clutch. 
The wind is cold and a little damp as 
l merge onto l-75, and l am 
just a two-wheeler taking on 
massive trucks with Fruehauf 
Transport stenciled on their 
sides. The bike's hard tail frame 
sends every pothole and bump 
into my back, but I know that 
it's just the nature of the city, 
and in less than an hour I will 
be hilling the smooth pavement 
of Highway 12, rolling west. 
But a rough past is not easily 
forgotten, and as the engine 
works below to move me for-
ward, my mind looks back with 
the light of optimism to where I 
had been. 
l first arrived in Detroit at 8 
a.m. after driving all night from 
Milwaukee . l heard a loud 
thump in the back of my little 
red pick-up, but after 400 
miles, l didn't bother to look 
back at the half-assembled 
Harley sleeping in the back like a sedat-
ed horse. l rigured if it didn't bounce 
out yet, it never wilL "Where the hell 
have you been 7 l was so worried," was 
the greeting l got from my mother when 
l finally pulled into her driveway. 
The wind rushing past my ears 
snaps my attention back to the road 
and l see that l am now 10 miles past 
Ann Arbor, Mich , on Highway 12. The 
motorcycle starts to spu tter and l figure 
that the three-and-a-half gallon tanks 
are just about tapped, so I reach down 
and turn on the reserve and get off at 
the next exit. The small town of Adrian 
gives me two choices: One arrow 
points to CROSWELL OPERA HOUSE 
and the other to GAS-FOOD-LODG-
ING. Since l don 't have enough fuel to 
catch a matinee, I head for the gas 
Four bucks fills my tank and l'm back 
on 12 without a hitch. 
l had been in Detroit for three weeks 
and had applied for more jobs than l 
care to recall, when I finally got an 
interview for a gig that paid more than 
10 bucks an hour. l waited in the 
sparsely furn ished lobby, patiently read-
ing Metallurgy Monthly while contem-
plating the horrors of factory work. The 
secretary slid the glass pane window 
open like a bouncer at a speakeasy and 
told me to step inside and have a seat. 
Eternity was interrupted by a middle-
aged man in a hurry - b right yel low 
earp lugs stuck out the sides of his head. 
"Take this slip to the clinic. The address 
is on it. Bring it back today," he rattled. 
l called the secretary at Ring Screw 
Di vision after four days of not hearing 
from them concerning the physical l 
had taken. "Larry, you have to talk to 
the plant manager. He 's the only one 
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who can tell you. " "Tell me what7" I 
asked. "I can't tell you, " she said. Fully 
aware that this stimulating volley could 
continue till l was up for a pension, I 
agreed to call back. 
"Well, Larry, we have a 
problem with the drug test 
results," the plant manager 
explained the next morning. 
"It came up positive for opi-
ates" A short pause followed 
while l searched for some-
thing that sounded like a 
cross between anger and dis-
belief. "What7" was all I said. 
l called the clinic where I 
had taken the test and found 
out that seve ral factors could 
have been responsible for the 
mistake - one of them being 
poppy seed. Thinking back 
on this l remembered bearing 
down on a bundt-shaped, 
poppy-seed cake that my 
mother lovingly baked. 
Explaining this to the man-
agement of Ring Screw 
Division was frui tless, and all 
l heard subliminally in their 
reply was, "Get lost, junk boy." l t took 
another month before l finally landed a 
decent job and sett led down for the 
long haul, fully prepared to stay in the 
town where l was born. 
My ass is going numb and l decide to 
pull over and do a once-over on the 
machine. Up ahead, l see a gravel lot, 
and my back wheel kicks up a cloud of 
dust and sends rocks skipp ing onto the 
highway behind as l bring it all to a 
stop . I open the b lack leather tool 
pouch strapped to the fo rks and take 
out the basic tools. Kneeling on the 
gravel, I tighten down the pipe clamps, 
pull and check the plugs and swear 
when the stripped Allen-Head wrench 
continued on page 66 
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Clinging to a historic past hood and feeling more than a 
nostalgic pull from the past 
By Simon Kristak 
J ~:~~~;fnis Old Town. Something is always shak-ing in Old 
Town. This 
time, not everyone is happy 
about it. The older Old 
Towners, such as Dolly Roth, 
are especially dismayed. 
"This is no longer a family-
type neighborhood. I know 
four families on my block, 
and the rest are strangers," 
Roth says, shaking her head 
"The essence of the neighbor-
hood is gone. That's the 
biggest change." 
The change in essence 
Roth is speaking of is not a 
singular one , of people, gen-
trification or urban renewaL 
It is the collective whole, she 
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says. The ingredients have 
been altered and the flavor 
has shifted. 
And Roth should know 
She has spent all 61 years of 
her life in the house she was 
born at 1750 N. Cleveland 
Ave., just a stone's throw 
away from St. Michael's 
Church, the crowning land-
mark of Old Town. "This is 
not the same neighborhood it 
was with the artists, writers, 
families, kids running about. 
When I take the day off is 
when I notice the most. I sit 
on the stoop and people don't 
stop to talk All of the change 
has definitely hurt the neigh-
borhood," Roth says. "The 
house next door is a town-
house complex." 
Roth; along with other Old 
Towners, is part of a dying 
breed of natives, alienated by 
the changes in their neighbor-
The change has affected 
the milieu of the neighbor-
hood as well as the commer-
cial business on Wells Street, 
long considered a magnet and 
cultural center of Old Town. 
Here's the problem: The 
Old Town Triangle is roughly 
framed by Clark Street on the 
east, North Avenue on the 
south and the no longer exist-
ing Ogden Avenue on the 
west (Larabee Street and 
Armitage Avenue are general-
ly accepted as borders on the 
west and north, respectively) . 
This area was declared a his-
toric preservation district in 
September 1977, to curtail 
any attempts to change the 
facades of buildings or knock 
standing structures down. But 
that was, and is, strictly in 
the Triangle. 
Roth's street, for instance, 
on the 1700 block of North 
Cleveland Avenue, lies JUSt 
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west of where Ogden Avenue 
used to cut through, prior to 
it being closed by Urban 
Renewal Project No. l. 
This block, in essence, is 
Old Town, but remains 
unprotected because it is not 
specifically within the Old 
Town Triangle. Roth's block 
has only five structures that 
haven't been transformed or 
demolished. Three of the five 
buildings belong to Roth. 
"After the big boom of 
people moving in, in the late 
'70s, our property taxes sky-
rocketed ," Roth says. "''m 
afraid that after I stop work-
ing, we'll have to leave. I 
think the taxes will take us 
out over time. " 
Roth's daughter, son-in-law 
and grandchildren live in one 
of Roth's buildings. Her fami-
ly has been in Old Town for 
more than five generations 
and doesn't want to leave. 
"I saved the buildings for 
them and a little extra 
income. They are 
great old buildings. 
There was never a 
good enough reason 
to change them or 
leave them," Roth 
says. 
Another original 
structure belongs to 
Jules Styne, a 35-year 
resident of Old Town, 
tavern proprietor and 
retired U.S. Marshal. 
"When we moved 
onto Cleveland in 
1960, no two houses 
looked the same. 
There were the old 
frame houses and the 
small brick two-flats. 
Now you have these 
townhomes. I wouldn't 
care to live in them, 
but progress will be 
progress. All in all it 's 
brought up our prop-
erty value and we got 
new streets . Can you 
say that's positive' I 
don't know." 
Styne's property is valued 
at about $300,000. He 
bought the house in 1960 for 
less than $20,000. 
Styne recalls two ladies, 
Tina and Rose, who lived 
directly across the street from 
him in two similar frame 
homes. According to Styne, 
they sat on their porches 
every day during the warm 
months for as long as he 
could remember. In 1988, 
they were each offered 
$200,000 in cash by a young 
stockbroker. They agreed to 
sell their homes and shortly 
after their departure both 
homes were demolished to 
make room for a single-family 
home some residents call a 
"concrete fortress." In 1990, 
the stockbroker moved out 
and put his home up for sale, 
leaving in his wake two 
demolished homes and an 
eyesore for the residents of 
North Cleveland Avenue. 
"It was the artists, writers 
and Bohemians who moved 
in here, because it was cheap 
When Ogden Avenue was finally closed in 1968, older buildings, such 
as this candy store, were replaced with parks in accordance with 
Urban Renewal Project No. 1. Parks like these spread throughout the 
Old Town community. 
and very solitary from the 
city," Styne says. "Nobody 
expected it would become so 
popular and affluent" 
And though the popularity 
has grown among the afflu-
ent, Old Town has annually 
attracted people from sur-
rounding neighborhoods, 
cities and states for the Old 
Town Art Fair. Arguably the 
oldest organized art fair in the 
United States, the Old Town 
Art Fair began in 1948 as a 
way fo r local painters, sculp-
tors and photographers to get 
together and display their 
works in their own back 
yards. 
The visitors, deemed 
"strollers" by the local artist 
contingent, have invaded the 
narrow streets of Old Town 
on the second weekend of 
june for what will be 50 years 
next summer. On streets like 
Menomonee, North Park and 
Lincoln Park West, one can 
' " ld Town it went from head shops 
and go-go dancers to an upper-middle 
class neighborhood virtually overn~t' 
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see how a neigh-
borhood can have 
such an intimate 
art fair. The 
homes are 
scrunched togeth-
er like books on a 
shelf, boasting 
elaborate 
lattice-work eaves 
and whitewashed 
picket fences. 
Some structures 
date back to the 
mid-1870s, when 
temporary hous-
ing was built to 
shelter those who 
lost their homes to 
the Great Chicago 
Fire in 1871. 
This quaint set-
ting of stout, cre-
atively decorated 
homes provided 
an open-air venue 
for the neighbor-
hood artists to dis-
play their wares 
Artists like 
Copeland Burg and Frank 
Hoffman and sculptors such 
as Si Gordon and Bunni 
Sovetski displayed their 
works, sometimes on the 
front porch. And writers like 
Ben Hecht and Charlie 
MacArthur sat and absorbed 
their milieu, chronicling the 
happenings in the Chicago 
Daily News and Chicago 
T7ibune. 
According to Dan Baldwin, 
president of the Old Town 
Triangle Association, the 
neighborhood hasn't changed 
as much as the artists have. 
"The Old Town Art Fair is 
now about making money," 
Baldwin says. "Artists know 
people come here to buy art, 
so we have big, prominent 
artists coming in to the fair, 
fighting for booth space. Not 
as many local artists partici-
pate as in years past. The Old 
Town Art Fair is still one of 
the biggest assets to Old 
Town. It is the main consis-
tent product of Old Town' ' 
And though the face of 
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~ ~real jumping place. It was the place 
to be. You had the hippies, the folk 
singers, the what I like to call college 
artists, druggies, writers, 
the whole ~ ' 
When Ogden Avenue was annexed by Urban Renewal Project No. 1 , 
widespread gentrification took over the back streets of Old Town. Land 
was sold by the city for as low as 50 cents a square foot in some 
cases. Here, townhomes stand where Ogden Avenue once cut through 
to Clark Street. 
Old Town has changed , 
Baldwin says it hasn't trans-
formed as much as it could 
have. "This neighborhood has 
changed less than others 
because you can't knock 
buildings down. This is a his-
toric district and that restricts 
the changes a homeowner can 
make to a building." 
"The biggest change in Old 
Town," says Baldwin , "is that 
it is a lot cleaner and a lot 
safer than it once was. The 
buildings are better taken 
care of, and what you don't 
see are the strip malls other 
surrounding communities are 
afflicted with . We do have 
some monster houses on 
steroids, and new develop-
ments on Larabee, but they 
are not the majority. " 
A consensus seems to have 
emerged. As Sam Palormo, 
president of Palormo Realty, 
734 W Fullerton Pkwy., and 
lifelong resident of Old Town, 
says, "''d rather be in 
yuppie-ville than be sur-
rounded by run-down, dilapi-
dated homes." 
Palormo owns and man-
ages a multitude of buildings 
in Old Town, three of which 
belong to Roth. 
"Dolly, like so many other 
residents, now has the chance 
to be a very rich woman. The 
people who left here, who 
sold their houses to develop-
ers, left with big money and a 
secure financial future. Does 
that displace people7 Sure. 
But nobody has to sell. 
However, they can get 
$250,000 to $300,000 for a 
house that is falling down. " 
Palormo says it was the 
character and history of Old 
Town that brought people 
like his family and Roth's 
family into the neighborhood. 
He also says that the charac-
ter and history of Old Town 
is what perpetuates the influx 
of people looking to buy 
homes. 
"Really, I hate the conges-
tion. Old Town has become 
too popular for its own good. 
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But the people who move in 
are good people looking to 
raise families or be close to 
downtown. Old Town still 
has a lot of flavor," Palormo 
says "It's not like it used to 
be, but what is7" 
While Old Town is strug-
gling to retain its identity sur-
rounded by strip malls and 
"monster houses on steroids," 
as Baldwin says, its status as 
both a Chicago and National 
Historic District has not pre-
vented certain areas from 
becoming afflicted with lack 
of contexuality in construc-
tion style. 
Victoria Granacki, director 
of the Historic Certification 
Consultants, explains, "It is 
the nature of new construc-
tion. You have people who 
want to live in their house, 
and will try and build their 
dream house without taking 
into account the other houses 
surrounding them. The hope 
is to enhance the urban fab-
ric, to mesh buildings of dif-
ferent time periods, and in 
some cases it has been done 
successfully. I'm not saying 
that everything has to be like 
it was in 1880, but [new con-
struction] needs to be sympa-
thetic to what is there. 
"However, some are terri-
ble," says Granacki. "On 
North Avenue, for instance, 
there are no walk-up stairs; 
all you have are curb-cuts for 
driveways and garage doors. 
Those people want the city, 
but on their own terms. They 
might as well live in 
Winnetka or in a high-rise." 
The homes on North 
Avenue to which Granacki is 
referring are part of a devel-
opment that flooded the area 
in the mid-80s, funded by 
venture capitalists. Urban 
Renewal Projects Nos. 1 and 
2, as they are titled, leveled 
more than 800 residential 
units between North, Halsted, 
Lincoln and Webster in the 
past three decades; churches, 
schools and factories have 
also been converted to 
dwellings. According to the 
Old Town Chamber of 
Commerce, more than 1,400 
town homes and lofts have 
been built in recent years. 
"Some of these develop-
ments are like terrariums," 
Palormo says . "And others 
claimed to have Section 
8/low-income housing. Then 
some developers put in hous-
ing hardly anybody could 
afford. Old Town was 
grabbed by a lot of develop-
ers out to make a quick buck. 
They didn't necessarily have 
And it is obvious, if you 
walk down Wells Street 
between Division and North 
(long the barometer of the 
Old Town community), that 
this neighborhood has 
changed. Through all the 
tumultuous transformation of 
the past 20 years , Wells 
Street, more than any other 
street, has been able to sur-
vive and even prosper. 
Now a strip of trendy bou-
tiques and upscale eateries, 
Wells Street and the sur-
rounding blocks once served 
now a lamp in Styne's living 
room) and the Rusty Hinge. 
As Styne describes it, Wells 
Street was "a real JUmping 
place. It was the place to be. 
You had the hippies, the folk 
singers, the what I like to call 
college rah-rah types, artists, 
druggies, writers, the whole 
bit." 
Styne claims that his bar, 
The Rusty Hinge, was the 
first singles bar in Chicago. 
"It was a restaurant/bar 
where people could come 
after work for a drink and 
more open time," Styne 
recalls. "It wasn't an extreme-
ly safe neighborhood then. 
We provided a safe atmos-
phere for people to come and 
enJOY 
Other places that dotted 
Wells Street in the '60s 
catered to the singles/folk 
music crowd. Places such as 
the Earl of Old Town, Big 
John's, Plugged Nickel (where 
Miles Davis recorded an 
album) and Mother Blues 
fashioned themselves with 
open fireplaces, exposed 
Destruction of large, turn-of-the-century structures left unprotected under the historical statutes (left), has brought sneak development and new 
commercial business (right) into the heart of Old Town. 
the community's best interest 
at heart. I think developers 
often think 'how many units 
can we fit onto one lot?"' 
Unscrupulous develop-
ment has been halted for 
nearly 20 years in the 
Triangle itself, but the sur-
rounding area has been hit 
hard. The reshaping of the 
periphery of Old Town has its 
good and bad points Old 
Town may have become a 
more stable, safer neighbor-
hood, but the developments, 
rising prices and rising prop-
erty taxes have driven out 
most of the creative people 
who once inhabited these 
environs - people who 
depended upon low rents and 
small apartments. 
as a residential district for the 
servants of wealthy Gold 
Coast families. It was domi-
nated by tenements, transient 
hotels such as the Paxton and 
the Lincoln, and, as one jour-
nal from the 1940s described 
it, "flea-bag flophouses " 
In the early '60s, Wells 
Street was discovered by 
tourists and Chicagoans alike, 
and on any given weekend a 
sea of people could be seen 
perusing the shot-and-a-beer 
saloons and bazaar-type 
shops selling everything from 
blue jeans to drug parapher-
nalia. 
Jules Styne came to Old 
Town and bought two saloons 
in 1961. The Old Town 
Pump (the original pump is 
some food. We would have 
the hippie group one night 
and the college rah-rahs 
another. This was the place 
where women from the 
neighborhood came," says 
Styne. "Three times a week, 
we would have 'sing along 
with BanJO Bob ,' a local fo lk 
singer from the Old Town 
School of Folk Music, who 
would come in and sit on a 
stool on our low stage and 
sing folk tunes. Old Town is 
where folk music found its 
roots in Chicago. And the 
singles would come and min-
gle to the fo lk music . This 
was all happening during the 
sexual revolution and people 
were picking each other up 
all the time. It was a much 
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brick walls and candlelight, 
where on any given night one 
could catch a fo lk review or 
simply people watch. Due to 
the close proximity of the Old 
Town School of Folk Music 
and the newly created Second 
City Cabaret, Wells Street 
became a magnet for the 
avant-garde artists and per-
formers of the time. The Dill 
Pickle Club in Tooker Alley, 
just east of Wells Street, had a 
banjo review show featuring 
the likes of many Second City 
hopefuls, one of which was 
purportedly a young Steve 
Martin. 
But in the early '70s, 
things on Wells Street began 
continued on page 57 
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Throughout the ages many groups have 
practiced body modification for an 
assortment of reasons. Some were 
striving for perfection, others looking to 
achieve spiritual enlightenment. Now, 
centuries later, body modification has 
resurfaced in the mainstream. 
BY K AT Z EMAN 
ECHO • 1997 

and an olive-skinned man and his 
exotic wife are standing before a burn-
ing fire. The man is wearing a shrunk-
en trophy head on his own and is 
occasion and a crowd is watching in 
silence as the woman pulls a studded 
cord, made of maguey thorns, through 
the hole in her tongue. 
These mysterious people are the 
Mayans and they are watching their 
king and queen perform the 
tongue-piercing ceremony. ln the 
bloodletting, the queen lets some of 
her blood drip upon an embroidered 
cloth. That cloth will soon be thrown 
into the fire as a form of sacrifice to 
the gods. The prayers of the Mayans 
is beautiful, because with this jewelry 
I'm happier with mysel f. " 
Body piercing, as ancient as it may 
be, has made its resurrection in big 
cities across the world, including 
Chicago. According to Newsweek, the 
rise sta rted sometime in 1990 in the 
gay and lesbian community and the 
underground S&M crowd, then caught 
on in the punk scene and eventually 
made it to the mainstream, alternative 
MTV culture where it is now. 
Mike Pitts, a professional body 
1 n r i t u a I Ls t i c c .r e a t i o1n t ht..e d M a van 6 use u .to p 1 e r c: e he r rea 
standing with his feet wide apart 
holding what resembles an enormous 
e>r tne pen1s and the ruler 
tobacco-smoking tube . His head is 
held high and his eyes are mesmer-
ized by the flickering of the fire. After 
.w r u I q r ~ ~ tR\ a a ~ ~v 1/1 i J1 d t ~ T mt ~ ~11 
1<f1 t cf tCJ, e ~a: t e r i n. ofr ~ e r to r a i s e 
more ra1n all. 
a brief pause, his wife kneels before the will be heard as the blood vapors of 
the cloth reach the sky and mingle 
orange and burgundy flames. If you with the gods. 
Today we live in another world, a 
listen closely you will be able to hear world with a different meaning. The 
same things still exist, but for different 
the shaman in the background chanti- reasons. People pierce their tongues, 
but it's not done for the gods or as an 
ng a mystical prayer. lt is a special act of sacrifice. Body modification has 
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taken a new turn in 
Western society. Every 
culture has a different 
perception of beauty. 
Charles Darwin once 
said, "It is certainly not 
true that there is in the 
mind of man any univer-
sal standard of beauty 
with respect to the 
human body. It is, how-
ever, possible that certain 
tastes may in the course 
of time become inherit-
ed." Is it possible that an 
ancient taste is being 
born again in the 20th 
century as a form of spir-
ituality or a different 
form of release7 
"I get an emotional 
release, a sexual release," 
says Breana Alia 
Wlodarczyk, while play-
ing with her piercings. "I 
think you should make 
your own idea of what 
beauty is and to me this 
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piercer at Chicago's Tatu Tattoo on 
North Avenue, comments on the begin-
ning of body art: "As for the cultural 
aspect of piercing, the impulse to mod-
ify has been in human beings since 
ancient times. As different societies 
progressed, they manifested body mod-
ification in different ways. One wou ld 
be the aesthetic modification in the 
sense of certain African tribes." 
Many African tribes were, and still 
are, known for stretching their necks, 
lips and ear lobes with hoops and 
plates. "This was seen as an aesthetic 
thing. The bigger the stretching the 
more beautiful the person was consid-
ered to be," added Pitts. 
The ancient Mayans, in their quest 
for perfection, used body modification 
as a routine practice from infancy. Balls 
of wax were hung between a child's 
eyes to induce them to cross, which 
was a sign of beauty. Men stunted their 
facial ha irs by scalding and then pluck-
ing them out. Men's and women's bod-
ies were painted to indicate status and 
occupation. Lips, noses and earlobes 
were pierced, stretched and decorated 
with the most expensive jewelry that 
the wearer could afford. Sound a little 
familiar? 
"If you go to the Aztec and Mayan 
rites, it wasn't necessarily as much aes-
thetic as it was ritual and a symbol of 
rank," says Pitts. "In ritualistic cre-
ation, the Mayans used to pierce the 
head of the penis and the ruler would 
go to a river in the time of a drought 
and bleed himself into the water in 
order to raise more rainfall." 
In modern society, a male genital 
piercing similar to the one the Mayans 
did is known as the apadravya and 
another form is called the Prince 
Albert. According to the book 
"Re/Search: An Investigation of 
Contemporary Adornment & Ritual," 
the Prince Albert got its current name 
from the Victorian era. Legend has it 
that Prince Albert wore such a ring to 
retract his foreskin and keep his mem-
ber smelling sweet so that he would 
not offend his queen. For some 
Victorian men, the Prince Albert was 
used to secure male genitalia. This 
came from the fashion craze that 
required upper-class men to wear 
extremely tight crotch-binding 
trousers. Today, the Prince Albert's 
function , along with most other pierc-
ings, is either erotic or a form of self 
expression. 
Nipple piercing also appeared dur-
ing the Victorian era , but on a more 
secretive basis. It was quite common 
among upper-class women to enhance 
the size and shape of their nipples. 
Today, however, it a common practice 
for both women and men. 
"I wanted to express myself in an 
outward way," says Marko Jackiw, a 
client of Mike Pitts who just had his 
nipples pierced. "Pain revolves around 
everything and people who have never 
been pierced are missing it. It makes 
you feel the pleasure of pain. I've never 
had regrets. Life is about it. " 
Other cultures in history used body 
piercing as a method of marking status. 
Doug Malloy, who published several 
historical booklets regarding body 
piercing, wrote an essay about the 
Romans. In it Malloy explains that the 
proud Roman centurions, Julius 
Caesar's bodyguards, pierced their nip-
ples and wore nipple rings as a sign of 
their courage and virility. Sometimes 
they would even use these rings to 
hold their capes , tying them through 
the nipple rings instead of around their 
necks. The Romans were also notorious 
for marking their slaves with piercings. 
Both women and men were subjected 
to certain genital piercings that are not 
uncommon today. 
In another essay Malloy explains the 
cultural meaning of piercings for some 
people in Eastern Europe. Genital 
piercings for some couples are a sym-
bol of commitment. The man and 
woman usually make the same 
appointment ; he will get his frenum 
ringed and she , her labia. It 
is believed that through 
mutual pain, the couple has 
made a more intense com-
mitment. These rings , like 
wedding rings, are consid-
ered a sacred symbol of 
matrimony. 
The navel seems to be 
the most common place to 
pierce after ear lobes. 
"Navels are a modern 
fetish ," says Pitts. However, 
it was a sacred and most 
uncommon piercing to the 
ancient Egyptians. Navel 
piercing was a sign of royal-
ty denied to commoners. 
Only the pharaohs and 
other high-ranking officials 
in Egypt were allowed to 
have them. Commoners 
could be punished for try-
ing to do such a thing. 
According to Jennifer 
Kerr, a professional body 
piercer from San Francisco, 
body piercings have been 
used as a mark of maturity. 
"For some Arabs body 
piercings are a passage into 
adulthood. This tradition 
has been around for thou-
sands of years," says Kerr. 
It is a special day for an 
Arab youth when he 
receives his jewelry that 
will soon be inserted 
through the left side of his 
scrotum between the testi-
cle and the base of the 
penis. It is called a "hafa-
da. " This is visual evidence 
that he is now a man. Those who can 
afford it even install precious stones in 
their jewelry. The Kuwait pearl is the 
most desired and highly prized in 
these cases. 
Body piercings are as ancient as 
time itself. Even the classic Hindu 
book on the art of love , the Kama 
Sutra, mentions them: '\he embrace 
which indicates the mutual love of a 
man and woman who have come 
together is of four kinds: touching, 
piercing, rubbing, pressing. " It even 
goes into detail about the apadravya , a 
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vertical piercing through the head of 
the penis, and other means for the man 
to increase sexual pleasure for himself 
and his lover. 
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In India, there are cultures that 
have not changed their way of life for 
thousands of years. There are maver-
icks , offshoots and castoffs throughout 
the land, but they are kept away from 
the rest of society and mostly unheard 
of. One of these is the Sadhu people. 
In the caste system they would be 
classified as the "untouchab les" 
because they were born into the 
wrong class and have strange ways of 
life. Body modification is a large part 
of their culture. In "Dances Sacred and 
Profane ," a documentary film on body 
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modification, they can be seen hang-
ing from flesh hooks, sleeping on beds 
of blades and nails and sewing weights 
(usually coconuts) onto their bodies. 
The Sadhu also do a lot of piercing 
and modification to their genitalia . 
Some of these customs and practices 
were found to be so unacceptable by 
our society that for years, even 
National Geographic avoided showing 
them. The Sadhu, who have practiced 
body modification for centuries, have 
been doing all this for spiritual rea-
sons , as a form of meditation. They 
believe separating yourself from your 
body purifies the soul. Sleeping on a 
bed of thorns, sticking the body full of 
needles or hanging from hooks, as 
painful as that may sound to us, is to 
them actually a most relaxing and 
beautiful experience. 
"When I was in India I saw a lot of 
these people in the streets. Not neces-
sarily the Sadhu but the so-called 
lower caste. They are fascinating to 
watch. They're just so different and yet 
they seem so at peace with them-
selves," says 
Natasha 
Sopski, who 
visited 
Nagpur, 
India, last 
summer. "I 
also saw a 
man who 
was hanging 
by his flesh 
from these 
metal hooks. 
I had to turn 
away, it was 
horrib le to 
me. I had to 
turn away 
because it 
hurt me just 
to think 
about it, but 
then I did 
look at his 
face. It was 
expression-
of endurance. It takes a lot of training, 
conditioning and the ability to shift 
yourself into a different state of mind 
without the 
use of any 
drugs. 
"It separates 
you from the 
ordinary 
world. The 
piercing helped 
me find myself. 
It helped me in 
an emotional 
healing 
process. I get 
in touch with 
myself on a 
different realm . 
I get in touch 
with the per-
son on the 
in the last 
two years. 
There are 
many primal 
reasons why 
people mod-
ify their 
bodies, 
whether it 
be ·a small 
piercing or 
hanging 
from hooks. 
Each has its 
own mean-
ing and 
many are 
hard for peo-
ple to com-
~ prebend 
~ because, per-
~ haps, they 
'ii just don't ! want to 
less, almost 
0 understand. 
oa.: 
..,.. ____ '!'-" __ .,..,._.___. Today, 
as if his soul 
wasn't even there." 
A lot of tribal piercings and rites 
tend to be a private way for a person to 
absorb himself into the world, into 
Mother Nature, on a metaphysical 
level. Some of these rites are also a test 
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many see 
body piercing as a form of body muti-
lation, self-destructive and masochis-
tic. They are incapable of seeing 
beneath the surface to the spiritual or 
symbolic meaning. If we were to stop 
and examine ourselves for a second we 
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might see that body modification 
exists everywhere and that many peo-
ple do it. We live in a world of cos-
metic 
surgery, 
breast and 
hair implants 
and liposuc-
tion. Women 
pluck their 
eyebrows 
and men 
shave their 
facial hair. 
We are con-
stantly 
reminded to 
maintain a 
certain 
weight or fail 
~ to be beauti-
- ful. Is this ~ not a form of 
~ body modifi-
~ cation, body 
!5 correction? 
iE Yes, some 
methods are 
more severe than others, but they still 
alter our natural state. Body builders 
do it all the time by tearing muscles so 
that they regrow and become grosser, 
denser and bulkier. When they lift 
they are literally ripping their muscles. 
That's why they must eat a lot of pro-
tein. So why is it that we call piercing 
a form of self mutilation' 
"Self mutilation is something that 
you do to your body that cannot be 
reversed and most piercings you can 
always take out and they will heal," 
says Douglas Brantley, who has his 
tongue pierced . 
Body piercing and modification 
have been around longer than anyone 
can remember. Over the centuries it 
has been used for religious purposes, 
spiritual meditation, symbolic repre-
sentation, erotic pleasure and decora-
tion. It is an art form, an aesthetic 
experience and, as with all such expe-
riences, its degree of benefit will 
never be agreed upon by everyone. 
Pleasure, worth and meaning are 
words whose definitions vary with 
each user. In our Western world we 
tend to be ethnocentric , believing that 
our culture is best. We thereby mi.ss 
an opportunity to learn from others. 
It is this that tears the world apart 
and keeps it at war. ® 
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WTTW takes an 
unconventional 
look at our city 
by Kimberly Fornek 
What can you do with one giant bingo card , one 
number and 
one cowl 
Where in Chicago could 
you have a bicycle custom 
built on the premises' 
Where can you get the tat-
too of the name of an old 
flame removed from your 
thigh? 
Better yet, where can you 
go on Sunday nights to get 
the answers to all of these 
questions' 
Click on WTTW's "Wild 
Chicago" at 10:30 on Sunday 
night and you will find out 
that the 4-H Club in 
Beecher, Ill. , plays cow 
pie bingo. The card is 
drawn on a huge tarp 
that is spread across the 
ground. Then, a cow 
wanders around on the 
tarp until it chooses the 
winning number by 
relieving itself on it. You 
will also learn that the 
Chicago Bicycle Co. 
paints and assembles 
bicycles in a factory 
above its shop. You will 
also find out that L.A. 
Laser at North Pier will 
remove a tattoo for you. 
By the way, the manager 
at L.A. Laser says that 70 
percent of his customers 
have former lovers' tat-
tooed names removed 
from their arms, thighs, 
backs and buttocks. 
Each week "Wild 
Chicago" presents a collection 
of six or seven segments last-
ing approximately three min-
utes apiece, as well as one or 
two shorter musical perfor-
mances. The segments cover 
an assortment of subjects that 
may include a consumer-ori-
ented piece, an odd sport or 
an unusual hobby or collec-
tion. 
The show's producer and 
director, Harvey Moshman, 
says finding ideas fo r the 
show has never been a prob-
lem. "When we stop shooting 
[at the end of the season] 
there are dozens of stories we 
wanted to get to and didn't. " 
Every show has its own 
dynamic, says Moshman, who 
has been with the program 
since it started nine years ago . 
At that time, WTTW was 
looking for a late-night show 
with a free-form magazine 
style "Wild Chicago" resulted 
from the collaboration of 
john Davies, the original pro-
ducer, and Ben Hollis, the 
original host. Moshman edit-
ed the pilot and the shows 
through the first four years, 
by which time both Davies 
and Hollis had left the pro-
gram. "I sort of inherited the 
Wild Chicago's host Will Clinger (top) 
and correspondent Brad Perry 
family business, becoming the 
producer for the last five sea-
sons," Moshman says. 
Moshman's first job in the 
entertainment field was work-
ing on the original "Candid 
Camera" with Alan Funt. "I 
was in the back of a dark van 
loading film-magazines for 
pieces that were done on the 
road," says Moshman. 
Catching ordinary people 
doing not-so-ordinary things 
was good training for "Wild 
Chicago," a show that seeks 
out the eccentric and some-
times the just plain weird. 
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Part of Moshman's job is 
choosing the right reporter 
for each segment. Will 
Clinger, who worked as a 
member of Second City's 
touring company and part of 
a two-man vaudeville act 
before joining the show in 
1988, hosts one-half to 
two-thirds of the segments. 
The remainder of the seg-
ments are reported by one 
member of a team of corre-
spondents. 
Moshman estimates that 
half the ideas for the show 
come from viewers. Most of 
the other subj ects are his own 
ideas. "I am the barometer," 
he says. "If it interests 
me, I believe it will 
interest our viewers. " 
Evidently it does. 
Moshman has seen the 
show's meager following 
grow to almost cult-like 
proportions during its 
nine years on the air. 
"The mail is three times 
what it was three years 
ago," says Moshman. 
"We receive far more 
mail than we should. 
We receive a lot from 
press machines that 
crank out press notices 
[about touring celebri-
ties available for inter-
views, for example]. 
They might be interest-
ing to talk to, but it's 
not the sort of thing we 
do on 'Wild Chicago."' 
Moshman says he 
likes to take viewers to 
places they didn't know exist-
ed , "wouldn't be caught dead 
in" or to which "the average 
person couldn't get access." 
One example is the piece on 
the Stickney Water 
Reclamation Plant, a sewage 
treatment plant on the city's 
Southwest Side. The segment 
did not necessarily scream 
ratings, but Clinger made a 
good point in his introduc-
tion when he said, "When 
you flush something down 
your toilet, there's a good 
continued on page 68 
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Dreading the unknown of the dark jungle that lies ahead, you nervously glance to the left, then to the right before 
gripping the steering wheel (mouse) of 
your combat vehicle. The mission: As 
the last group to enter the frontier 
(Internet), you must avoid repeating 
the mistakes of those who have previ-
ously entered and exit unscathed. 
Suddenly, the second in command 
screams that the high commander for-
got to give you the map (netiquette 
gu ide). "What do you do if you 
encounter 'flaming,' 'spamming,' 'lurk-
ers' and 'newbie hazers''" he questions 
in a Keanu Reeves tone. "What do you 
do7" Vaguely you recall the high com-
mander warn ing you about anonymous 
shi elds and their ability to transform 
dwellers. There's no turning back now, 
so here 's your makeshift survival guide 
to the Jungle. 
geor eor 1 n a nd ~ 
No one is sure how many people 
are online , but numbers range from 35 
million to 100 million , with the major-
ity being in the infantile stages of surf-
dam. This always increasing bunch 
By Christina Bultinck 
bears the name newbie for the first six 
months or so - a status comparable to 
driving with a permit, being a fresh-
man in high school, or a pledge in a 
fraternity/sorority- it sucks. lt does-
n't matter how long you 've been 
online, newbie status starts once you 
begin communicating with others. lt 's 
not always a fun period and you will 
be harassed, corrected, frustrated and 
frustrating. Old timers, those who've 
been online longer and expect to be 
treated like a god, will be watching 
you very closely. Here are some other 
netizens (Internet citizens) that may 
cross your path. 
l. Saints - Knowledgeable and 
patient users kind enough to help a 
newbie. Get on your knees and bow to 
these web grandfathers and mothers, 
for they carry on the tradition of shar-
ing knowledge - which is what the 
Internet is all about. 
2. Preachers - Experts in every-
thing who try to convert you to their 
belief on a certain topic. (Most netizens 
think preachers are old and wise, but l 
have this unsettling fear they're punky 
14-year-olds.) 
3. joggers - They talk and talk, 
but never get to the point. j oggers clut-
ter e-mail boxes with pages of gibber-
Ne 
ish . Sure, they provide interesting com-
munication challenges never before 
explored, but so do primates. 
4 . Geeks- After JOining a mailing 
list or newsgroup, observe who posts 
and how many times a day. The geeks 
ALWAYS post. They're posting fools 
who respond to an article right away, as 
if they check mail every five minutes. 
villages 
The newbie newsgroup is one of 
thousands of Usenets (AKA mailing lists 
and newsgroups). lf you 've been living 
under a rock for the past year, here 's 
how it works: post a message for all to 
see and anyone may respond. 
To better understand netiquette in 
newsgroups, picture yourself in a room 
with a bunch of schizophrenics. Saying 
"Hi" one minute may be polite, but 
there's one person who will scream, 
"Hey, man, don't talk to me! You don't 
even know me, how can you say 'hi7' 
What do you want from me'" Pretty 
soon you get the hell out of there and 
only go back as a last resort for infor-
mation. 
the jungle book 
Since the Internet remains absent of 
laws, users hypnotically abide by a code 
p 
Find 
called Netiquette. New users continual-
ly offend old timers by being the largest 
violators of these standards. Don't get 
your newbie underwear in a bind -
half the rules are petty. For example, 
using caps in e-mail is considered 
shouting (a librarian must've thought of 
that one). Will you go to jail for break-
ing a sacred netiquette rule? Can you 
get 5-10 for "capping someone"? Don't 
be a newbie (ignorant), of course not. 
Simply use common sense and respect 
others and you'll be fine 
A few of the rules are important, so 
you may want to consider the follow-
ing: 
Do you long to go broke, be humili-
ated, and possibly kicked off the 
Internet? 
If this sounds fun, give out your user 
i.d. and password to all your mailing 
lists and newsgroups. It doesn't take a 
wizard to use that information to send 
weird messages with your name at the 
bottom. If bankruptcy remains a life 
ambition, freely distribute credit card 
numbers to untrusted companies It 
didn't happen to me, but it happens, 
newbie, it happens. 
do ou wa t be r.e - err efCI o 
a p1ece o mea 
to 
? 
Spam, a high-volume, low-nutrition 
food renders a tasty snack. For this rea-
son, Spam became the label for actions 
on the Internet which create volume, 
but little content. Examples would be 
chain letters, advertisements, and mul-
tiple newsgroup postings. 
Do you want to have a clue as to 
what is going on in your newsgroup? 
Try lurking and reading the 
Frequently Asked Questions List (FAQ) 
before diving into a discussion. 
Normally, I wou ldn 't advise people to 
lurk around a social group, but on the 
Internet, observing is learning. FAQs 
consist of commonly asked questions. It 
acquaints newcomers with the group 
and saves veterans the aggravation of 
answering the same question over and 
over. 
jungle love? 
To citizens of Cyberspace, the word 
flame possesses a meaning not found 
in Webster's. Anyone online will tell 
you it represents a hostile criticism 
via e-mail. In reality, they're not so 
scary and 75 percent are obviously 
written by some frustrated half-wit 
who takes out all his/her aggravation 
by telling people they misspelled a 
word in their e-mail - ew, scary. 
Nonetheless, it's hard not to tick off at 
least one in 35 million , and when it 
happens, expect a flame. 
"Flame wars," in compu-slang, are 
scathing online exchanges conducted 
publicly in discussion groups by users 
who think "what's the fun of humiliat-
ing someone in private when it can be 
done for all to see?" Flamers tend to 
feel they can hurl insu lts with 
impunity (or at least without fear of 
bodily harm). 
ther 
a1 no1 irst or Bu 1~~ 
As in any direct insult , flames exist 
in different degrees. A first-degree 
flame puts the nasty graffiti on a biker 
bar's stall door to shame. It's border-
line sick, but rest assured, on October 
14, 1996, a Texas JUdge issued the 
first restraining order via electronic 
mail. It states the alleged committed 
acts of "outrageous conduct, with the 
intent to cause emotional distress" in a 
series of newsgroup postings. Ignore 
these flames or notify your Internet 
service provider. 
A second-degree flame annoyingly 
corrects behavior. For example, perhaps 
you made what appeared to be an intel-
ligent resolution to a problem but 
continued on page 70 
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by Amy Fedick 
by day he's a Wall Street banker wearing a European suit, designer tie and Italian leather loafers . As he boards 
the subway, coffee and morning paper 
in hand, he fights his way through 
blurred mobs of people en route to 
his office on the 15th floor. He 
eats Cobb salad for lunch, makes a 
few deals, and orders a dry martini at 
the corner bar at 6 p.m. When he 
returns to his Manhattan apart-
ment, Mike runs his hand through his 
wavy, blonde hair, loosens his tie and 
throws his pin-striped suitjacket 
aside. He surveys his dinner choices 
- leftover Chinese food or a Lean 
Cuisine - opts for the latter and zaps 
it in the microwave. This Robert 
Redford look-a-like changes into a 
T-shirt, sweat pants and Nikes and 
enters a tiny second bedroom filled 
only with bookshelves and computer 
equipment. He shoves a stack of 
paperwork from his desk, dims the 
lights and flips on his computer. By 
day, corporate banker Mike follows 
the rules, p lays the game. The night, 
however, belongs to Mike and his 
cyber pals. His second JOb , the one 
requiring an alias, begins the moment 
he signs on as "Guide Hat ," an 
Internet chat room guide for America 
Online. 
I caught up with Mike one 
Monday evening while surfing the 
chat rooms of AOL. l watched in 
amazement as he policed 23 Internet 
Chatty Cathies in a room called "Ask 
Female Anything." Mike dodged and 
continued on page 71 
Reading the writing on the wa II 
By Terra Hambly 
Five o'clock has approached as Casper, Disrok and I pile into the car to find a local Pilsen restaurant 
to have dinner and conduct the inter-
view. As we drive down Wabash, Disrok 
spots an old mural. It was one the 
Aerosoul crew finished around 1989. 
"Man, I still don't have any pictures of 
that one," says Disrok. "Have you taken 
pictures of that one yeti" That was the 
one wall I had yet to visit for the article. 
A few minutes later we were walking 
through the debris and mud to get to 
the fenced area underneath the Midway 
elevated train. As I made my way down 
the long mural, photographing in sec-
tions, Casper and Disrok started talking 
about the vast artwork they and their 
crew had created. They pointed out the 
drawings on either side of the Aerosoul 
piece and which rival crews created 
them. I started asking about the other 
members of Aerosoul. Who was in the 
crew back then and now? What has 
graffiti meant to you and how did it 
shape your lives? Instead of an answer, 
they gave a history. 
What began as a statement of indi-
viduality has managed to mold itself 
into the daily scene of urban existence. 
In some areas of the city it is almost 
impossible to find a wall absent of graf-
fiti - anything from a simple one word 
tag to a full-scale mural. It all emerged 
in the '70s from a single word and num-
ber combination: Taki 183. Born on an 
inner city wall deep within the streets of 
New York City, it was the modern ver-
sion of a cave painting inscribed by an 
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urban teen for the sole purpose of leav-
ing his mark. Taki 183 was just some 
kid named Taki who lived off 183rd 
street. Soon his name was making its 
way all around the city of New York. He 
was the first great bomber. Taki would 
leave his mark on buildings, monu-
ments, highway overpasses, park bench-
es and subway stations. 
The styles that 
emerge in graffiti 
writing didn't stop 
on the wall and 
trains. We see 
those same styles 
every day in adver-
tising, displays, 
storefronts, album 
covers, and even in 
galleries. 
This trend spread and soon more 
names and numbers were appearing. As 
the tagging popularity grew, more per-
sonal styles began to develop. The 
emphasis on an individual touch was 
surfacing. People sta rted using sharp 
diagonals, bubble letters, a spectrum of 
colors and just about any artistic angle 
that could be rendered. Graffiti had 
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made a niche in the subculture of the 
city streets. Crews of kids formed to 
tackle bigger jobs that involved full 
walls and entire subway trains. These 
kids became the graffiti artists or writers 
that stand before me today. 
Casper and Disrok had been bomb-
ing since their youth growing up in sep-
arate neighborhoods on Chicago's South 
Side. Graffiti seemed to be the great 
escape for a young creative kid at the 
time. Separately, they each established a 
name. 
The Aerosoul crew idea started with 
Casper He and his friend Dzine began 
to organize a crew in the late eighties. 
Dzine and Casper had known each 
other since the beginning. Both were 
from the same area of Chicago, Brighton 
Park. Graffiti provided them with a 
means to escape their neighborhood and 
explore the world outside. The trains 
supplied the transportation to project 
them into faraway neighborhoods and 
JUmbled downtown streets . By 15 they 
knew Chicago like the back of their 
Krylon spraycans. At 19 they went to 
New York City to see the Mecca of all 
graffiti artists and upon their return, it 
was time to find the talent to set up a 
strong crew in Chicago. The name was 
decided on after a suggestion from a 
graffiti writer they had met in New York. 
The first member to be enlisted was 
Disrok, whose reputation had guaran-
teed him membership. Disrok was fol-
lowed by artists from all over the city. 
Nick Fury, Rude and Answer were next. 
Then came Tsel, who dropped the 
X-Men, the crew he was already 
involved in, to join Aerosoul. G-Tek left 

his Bridgeport crew SAW 
(South Always Wins) in 
order to follow suit. Finally, 
Solo was added to round out 
the crew. Aerosoul was now 
complete with a host of fine 
young bombers. 
As Casper and Disrok 
continue to follow a few 
steps behind me while I pho-
tograph their wall , they pass 
around stories of their fellow 
crew members. It was a very 
tight crew in the beginning 
Everyone had his own posi-
tion, his own speciality. But now I stood 
here wi th only two of the original mem-
bers. As the years moved fo rward things 
just happened and members were pulled 
in different directions. Some stayed with 
the art form. Others left to pursue dif-
ferent interests. G-Tek was the first to 
leave back in 1992 when he joined the 
B.T.B. (Born to Bomb) Crew. Nick Fury 
and Answer both left graffiti. With the 
remaining artists it seemed as though 
the more paint the crew spread, the 
more their youth began to disappear. 
The scream of adulthood was tickling 
each crew member's ear one by one. 
Major changes struck the lives of Casper 
and Disrok. Each had a child to support , 
and Casper experienced a divorce fol-
lowed by a custody battle for his son 
Jimmy. Money became a major issue in 
all of the crew members' lives. Dzine 
decided to venture into the gallery 
world as a solo artist. 
Casper, Disrok, Solo and Tsel were 
the only ones left by 1996. This was the 
Aerosoul Crew that painted the long 
mural I have just finished photograph-
ing. With one roll of film cashed out , 
Casper, Disrok and I file back into the 
car to finish our pursuit of a restaurant. 
As we enter the Pilsen neighborhood, 
Casper proposes another stop. We are 
close to a gallery that Casper is sched-
uled to have a show in soon, and he 
asks Disrok if he wants to stop in with 
him and find out if there is room for 
another artist. 
With this step beyond the realm of 
wall graffiti , I ask Casper and Disrok 
what kind of work they have done since 
the era of the Aerosoul walls. The differ-
ent members of the crew got into graffiti 
fo r what seems like the same reason. But 
as individuals progress and change , so 
do their reasons. Casper loves the feel-
ing of creation, and even if he has to 
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subsidize his income and support his 
son through other avenues, he still 
comes home to art. He will always be 
creating; it is in his blood. "Even if I 
don't have huge success now l don't 
want to stop because one day I know I 
will get a retrospective. They wil l just 
have to give it to me. I'll die and they 
will find a house full of paintings " 
Casper says simply, "You have to appre-
ciate the effort. " Casper has already 
begun to get recognition for his efforts. 
Dzine wasn't the only member interested 
in gallery work back when the crew was 
still bombing. In 1989, he curated 
Chicago's first mainstream spraycan art 
show at the Peter Mars Gallery in the 
I Even if I don't have 
huge success now, I 
don't want to stop 
because one day I 
know I will get a ret-
rospective. They will 
just have to give it to 
me. I'll die and they 
will find a hous} full 
of paintings. 
Fulton Market area. Casper landed his 
first exhibition at the Beret International 
Gallery, where he was showcased along-
side some of the most important spray-
can artists in the nation, including Lee 
Quinones of New York City and none 
other than his fellow crewmember 
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Located at 36th and Kedzie; by Aerosoul. 
Dzine. Over the next few years things 
began to boom for Casper. He had a 
limited association with the Chicago 
Public Art Group, and collaborated with 
their artists on several murals. Then 
came one-man shows at the South Shore 
Cultural Center and the David Leonardis 
Gallery. He is even mentioned in the cat-
alogue accompanying the Museum of 
Contemporary Art's "Art in Chicago: 
1945-1995" show. All of this mixed in 
with commissioned pieces he has done 
fo r the Phillip Morris Company, Francis 
Parker School, Procer School, the 
recording artist Guru and exhibitions in 
different galleries around Chicago. 
Disrok has matched Casper's gallery 
work with commissions and business 
deals. It seemed like 1994 was the year 
of the graffiti artist in Chicago as far as 
commercial work was concerned. 
Artists were getting commissions for 
walls and storefronts. Disrok and Solo, 
who had formed a small business out-
side of the crew, immediately started 
receiving orders from businesses 
around Chicago. They were hired by 
Tony's Sports to do a wall , as well as 
Adidas, Chicago Public Art Group, 
Ameritech , Reebok and Connick. 
Among all the commissions they even 
had time to donate a piece to the Mercy 
Home for Boys and Girl s fundraiser 
auction. The Disrok and Solo business 
ventures included the formation of a 
company called Do or Die Clothing and 
Graphics . The premise was to design 
logos and illustrations for shirts and 
album covers, but it led to a line of 
greeting cards, which is still in the 
works. In addition to the partnership 
with Solo, Disrok has emerged alone as 
a successful airbrush artist and design-
er. He has landed jobs working for the 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Grand 
HoteVCasino in Las Vegas, The 
Museum of Natural History in 
Sacramento and The Target Company. 
The list seems to go on and on as we 
pull up to the Galeria Diez Y Ocho to 
find out abou t Disrok joining Casper's 
upcoming show. For the most part, l 
never really thought about the artwork 
beyond the wall it was on. A graffiti 
writer making a tag on some back alley 
deep within the arteries of the Chicago 
city streets. Or even a huge colorfu l 
mural stretching alongside a Walgreens 
in a faroff neighborhood l didn't think 
the artist would or could go beyond the 
wall he or she was marking. The 
Aerosoul Crew shows me what direc-
tions this artform can take its young 
enthusiasts. Out of an eight-man crew, 
at least four have grown up with graffiti 
still in their lives. Dzine continues to 
gain recognition in the states and over-
seas as an established spraycan artist . 
Solo's character-rendering talent can 
still bring in money from time to time. 
Disrok has become a permanent free-
lancer for Kozan Studios. And Casper 
has a full-time position at a commercial 
art studio in association with the Leo 
Burnett Company. 
The styles that emerge in graffiti 
writing didn't stop on the wall and 
trains. We see those same styles every 
day in advertising, displays, storefronts, 
album covers , and even in galleries. ~ 
Above: Tony 's Sports, located at Irving Park and Sheridan; by Solo and Disrok. Below: "The 
Pulse," "Cas Comes Through" and "Elements of the Letter," all by Casper. 
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Broadcasting a 
mission of hope 
Story by Diane J. Bell I Photos by Amber Gribben 
''0 K, everybody, you can breathe now. In, out." 
People young and old filled the auditorium of the 
Pacific Garden M1ssion at 646 S. State St. As the 
voice of the director projected over the loudspeaker, everyone 
relaxed. The brisk Chicago weather had most of them cough-
ing, sniff1ing and blowing their noses. On the stage, the per-
formers cleared their throats and reviewed their scripts. The 
mother character straightened her suit dress, despite the fact 
that her physical appearance had no relevance in radio. More 
people would hear her voice than would see her face . The 
atmosphere of this taping was reflective of the 1950s. An 
organ, played by the same person for 4 7 years , sat near the 
wall. Sound effect props and old style microphones contributed 
to making this episode of 
tendent of the Pacific Garden Mission, had a vision for radio 
outreach. During the mid-1940s, after preaching on several 
radio stations, he found himself moving toward a more melo-
dramatic broadcast. According to the book "A New Look at The 
Old Lighthouse," written by james R. Adair about the Pacific 
Garden Mission, an ex-sailor was responsible for the radio 
drama's title. The ex-sailor recalled , "In the beginning of a radio 
call at sea, we'd say 'shackled' and end with 'unshackled.' Why 
not 'Unshackled! ' for a title? After all , the program's message is 
that jesus can unshackle us from the chains of sin." According 
to Adair, Saulnier immediately approved the name. 
On Sunday, Sept. 23, 1950, the first episode was broadcast 
on Chicago's WGN. This story was about Billy Sunday, a base-
ball player who encountered 
"Unshackled! " similar to the era 
it reflects. 
"Let's pick it up at the top of 
the scene, please ." 
A hush fell over the room. 
Believe in the 
LORD JESUS 
Christ at the Pacific Garden 
Mission and eventually left the 
Big Leagues to become a 
well-known evangelist. 
Two years later, 
"Unshackled! " aired on 12 Each person was getting a first-
hand preview of the show that, 
in three months, would be 
broadcast over six continents. 
Edward LaSoire, the main char-
acter, played by James Schneider, 
experiences child abuse and 
alcohol and substance abuse that 
leads to anger flashes and 
depression. Ed lives to answer 
the question, "What is life?" 
In his search for an answer, 
he enlists in the Army 
During the Persian Gulf War, 
Ed's sergeant introduces him 
to his pastor. After accepting 
Christ into his life, Ed begins 
to realize the answer to his 
question. For those who lis-
ten weekly to this award-win-
ning drama , the answer to 
"What is life?" and more 
questions are found in each 
real-life story 
Harry Saulnier, superin-
Christ 
And THOU 
SHALT be SAVED 
ACTS 16:31 
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radio stations in the following 
cities: Greenfield , Mass.; Bristol, 
Va.; Duluth , Minn.; Siloam 
Springs, Ark.; and Chicago. 
After policy and ownership 
changes, as well as numerous 
station jumps, three Chicago-
area stations are among the 
1,200 airing the show. 
The idea of using real-life 
examples to spread the 
gospel helped attract the 
third director to the show. 
jack Odell , an ex-program 
director of WCFL in the 
early 1950s, was a Chicago 
cabdriver with a drinking 
habit. After playing a role in 
an "Unshackled" episode 
that night, Odell reflected 
on the message of the story 
while driving home. He 
pulled his car over and 
asked Christ into his life. In 
37 
May 1953, the desire for alcohol 
was replaced with a thirst for the 
Word of God during a Pacific 
Garden Mission Gospel Service. 
Two years later he became the 
writer, director, announcer and an 
actor of "Unshackled!" It was 
Odell who started the eventual 
signature phrase "How do you 
do7" that trademarks the begin-
ning of each show. 
Bob O'Donnell was the director 
and announcer of the show until 
Moody Bible Institute graduate 
Mike Czech took over in July 
1996. O'Donnell used to act in the 
broadcast. He slightly altered the 
opening, but the effect is the 
same. He now begins each taping 
with, "How do you do7 An old 
saying claims, 'The more things 
change , the more they stay the 
same."' In show 2,481, the li fe of 
the character Ed Saulnier changed 
as he realized the answer to all of 
life's questions. For one of the 10 
million listeners, 
allow Fern to live with them and 
attend school. 
Fern eventually graduated high 
school and moved to Chicago to 
start a new secretarial job and 
what she hoped would be a new 
life. She even lied to co-workers 
about her hometown to disguise 
her past. 
"It's such a little place you've 
never heard of it ," she would say. 
"Mom and Dad7 I'll be with them 
in two weeks for Thanksgiving 
Day." As each work day passed, 
Fern found herself being buried 
deeper and deeper in guilt 
because of her lying. 
When Fern was in her 40s , 
attending church, running a busi-
ness and working parttime as a 
secretary, she visited the Mission 
building. Her intentions were to 
speak with superintendent Harry 
Saulnier. Instead , she ended up 
holding a conversation with 
Saulnier's secretary that eventually 
led to Fern's 
the broadcast 
would have the 
same result. 
For the WAGES of SIN understanding of forgiveness. She 
was able to 
"For 30 years 
Fern lied about 
her origins and 
her family. It was 
not so much 
is DEATH •.• But the 
GIFT of GOD 
release the guilt 
of her past and 
return to her 
hometown, 
where she led 
from shame, 
although a scan-
dal was involved 
Rather, it was 
guilt that made 
her lie and kept 
her from going 
is ETERNAL LIFE through 
JESUS CHRIST, our LORD 
her mother to 
Christ. 
The actors 
and performers 
who portray the 
stories are cho-
back to find her 
mother and her sisters. When 
the family was broken up after 
her mother was imprisoned, 
Fern blamed herself. " 
This is the beginning of 
"Fern's Story." It is the story of a 
young woman who was raised in 
a broken, dysfunctional home 
As a result of her mother's 
neglectful actions, Fern reported 
her to the police. Eventually, the 
children were placed in foster 
care; Fern was placed with rela-
tives until she graduated from 
elementary school. Then, the 
summer before she would attend 
high school, Fern met a friend 
who persuaded her parents to 
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sen from a pool 
of 115 union 
performers. Director Mike Czech 
explains, "We find an actor who 
matches the voice of the actual 
person." Bob O'Donnell, the 
announcer for the past five years, 
chooses who will play the roles . 
Many people write to the 
Pacific Garden Mission about 
how they were blessed by 
"Unshackled!" "We get letters 
from the parents of 3-year-olds 
saying, 'My kid loves your 
show,"' says Czech. "People love 
drama. They love a story. They 
love a happy ending. When you 
get saved, that's a happy ending," 
he continues 
"Unshackled! " reaches people 
of all ages and interests. Most 
stories cover contemporary 
issues and are written so listen-
ers can visualize what's happen-
ing. People with an idea for an 
"Unshackled!" story are sent a 
guideline packet. To ensure they 
are living their lives as 
Christians, a written testimony, 
voice tape and reference packet 
are required first. 
Flossie McNeill, the story 
desk coordinator, turns the sto-
ries into scripts so that they 
sound pleasing on radio. The 
30-minute show takes one hour 
to tape each Saturday evening, 
after which audience members 
are offered the chance to ask 
questions about the show's history. 
Not only does "Unshackled! " air on radio, it is also pub-
lished in comic books, documentary-style books, a monthly 
newsletter entitled "PGM News" and other small booklets and 
tracts. 
As almost 3,000 episodes have hit the airways, "Unshackled!" 
is the longest continuously run-
ning drama on radio. Episodes 
are heard more than 4,500 times 
a week in English , Spanish and 
Arabic. Currently, "Unshackled!" 
is aired on many stations in the 
Americas and in the Middle East. 
Soon, it will be broadcast to 
Polish, Russian, Romanian and 
Mandarin-speaking listeners. 
"l no longer ask, 'What is 
life?' Life is seen in Jesus Christ 
who created us." This was the 
final line of Ed Saulnier's story. 
For all who hear the show 
"Unshackled!" and for those con-
tributing to the continuation of a 
vision, life's solutions are repeat-
ed each week. 
Although the "Unshackled! " broadcast continues to undergo 
massive changes to its staff and audience, it still has the same 
effect it did 46 years ago. No matter the name of the person 
being portrayed, his or her predicament or the lesson learned , 
one thing holds true, "The more things change, the more things 
stay the same." ~ 
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Yo u n g a n d • a g 1 
fast 
n 
Lie here alone 
Blazing through the hours 
I see the lake 
Photos by Monet Whitaker 
Where seaweed comes to life 
Floating among the blue fish 
It wants me to take 
A deep breath 
And plunge While 
I rest on the beach 
And sift through the grainy sand 
Sun whispers to me 
Bronzing my tender skin 
- Shannon L. Coatney 
g 
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Of shades with blue and orange 
that filter through my eyes 
from front and from back 
the cool pavement below me 
and the warm sun gleaming above 
these are the moments 
where i can live a thousand dreams 
in one second 
with no order 
or presence of time 
where the becomes my spirit 
and the pavement is my strength 
- Terra Hambly 
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This is where the white river 
starts flowing, 
and my hands 
are clear empty. 
But when I started explaining 
myself to the 
stranger across, 
not words, but fog filled the air. 
1997 • ECHO 
Grayness 
thoughts, 
and I 
smudged all my 
was strangled back 
by my genuine desire to love. 
Some one was laughing at me 
in the corner. 
- Roumiana Bankova 
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By Tracy Malecki 
Christie Hefner with father Hugh 
(above) and today (opposite) 
Hef's heiress defends her throne 
F orty-three years ago, when Hugh Hefner founded his tribute to testosterone, Playboy was shame-fully hidden in bathrooms and office drawers, under mattresses, 
sporting magazines and piles of dirty 
clothes all over America. It was every 
husband's and boyfriend's "dirty little 
secret," best friend to the lonely and 
dateless, and rite-of-passage for the ado-
lescent eager for his first wholesome 
taste of soft-core pornography. Today it 
has become the most respected name in 
adult entertainment. And despite a circu-
lation that has decreased 50 percent in 
24 years, the Chicago-based Playboy not 
only remains the leading men's magazine 
- surpassing its chief competitor, Sports 
mustrated, and its fashionable counter-
parts, GQ and Esquire, combined -but 
also is the first magazine ever to develop 
into a major multimedia brand. 
Ironically, the person behind the pin-up 
periodical's continued success is Christie 
Hefner, a self-proclaimed feminist and 
daughter of the famed founder himself. 
Playboy's 1996 annual report shows 
the seven members of the Board of 
Directors at their 680 N. Lake Shore 
Drive headquarters, arranged on the steel 
staircase of the stylish suite in typical 
corporate fashion, a neat row of Armani 
suits and ties. Nothing out of the ordi-
nary, really- except for one thing: 
Flanked by the bland grays and blacks of 
the company's male population of direc-
tors is Christie in a peach power suit, 
displaying her trademark confidence and 
colorful disposition with a jovial grin on 
her face that's apt to be a concealed 
chuckle. 
If, in fact, she was disguising a proud 
pat on the back, who could deny her7 
With a diamond engagement ring the 
size of a small island from ex-Illinois 
senator and brand-new hubby Billy 
Marovitz, a posh penthouse office over-
looking Playboy's two-floor headquarters, 
the body of a bunny herself (perhaps 
slightly less endowed), and a steely repu-
tation tempered by her surprisingly 
humble personality, it seems Christie has 
much to be proud of. Not the least of 
which is her salary of more than 
$450,000 that, combined with total 
compensations equaling more than 
$1 million, earned her 18th place in 
Working Woman's list of "The 20 
Best-Paid Women in Corporate America '' 
As they so appropriately pointed out, 
"You may not like what Hefner does, but 
she knows what she's doing." 
Not everyone , however, including 
Hugh, was so convinced. When Hefner, 
now 44, became CEO and chairman in 
1988, the company had roughly $35 
million in assets. That figure dwindled 
to $1.5 million in 1995 after a loss the 
previous year of $14.2 million, leaving 
stockholders in a tizzy and leading 
financial analysts and Playboy person-
nel to criticize her efforts as a major 
disappointment. Truth be known, a 
slew of factors affected the overwhelm-
ing loss: high paper costs, the L.A. 
"I have little patience 
for people who 
don't vote or get 
involved. I just don't 
understand it." 
-Christie Hefner 
Playboy mansion with a staff of 60 
costing nearly $4 million a year, 
Playboy's employees and administration 
and pricey investments in pay-per-view 
cable programming, to name a few. 
Christie had no doubt, though, that the 
immediate loss was inevitable and 
minuscule compared to the revenues 
her plans would soon generate. 
Proof came in fiscal '96 with an oper-
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ating income (which reflects profit 
growth) nearly triple that of '95's at $9.5 
million on revenue of $277 million -
an increase of more than 12 percent. In 
vindication of Christie's efforts, close to 
half of that figure came from the compa-
ny's otherwise unlucky entertainment 
division: film production, cable and 
direct-to-home satellite television. 
Revenues from TV and video sales grew 
nearly lO percent, and the rage over 
direct-to-home satellite television contin-
ues to convert cable viewers at an aston-
ishing rate; from 200,000 subscribing 
households in 1993 to 4.9 million today. 
Cable programming has also shown a 
steady increase, 23 percent since 1993. 
And its 2-year-old, multilingual Web site, 
providing information about the maga-
zine, catalog merchandise, video directo-
ries and a bonus link to Playmate extra-
ordinaire Pamela Anderson, is making · 
the company an estimated $3.5 million. 
Christie has since earned a business 
reputation her corporate cohorts would 
best describe as calculating and precise 
by restructuring the company into three 
divisions: publishing, marketing and 
entertainment, redesigning marketing 
strategies and venturing overseas. 
But her brilliance and savvy is not 
confined to Playboy. Mention her various 
civic activities and her eyes light up like 
a schoolgirl speaking of her latest crush. 
Which isn't, coincidentally, far from the 
truth, Christie concedes. Politics was her 
first love and has remained an infatua-
tion since her school days. "! mean, it 
was how I was raised. My mother was 
very politically active and civic-minded. 
And obviously my father has established 
a deserved reputation for being one of 
the most progressive, generous funders 
of candidates and organizations for over 
30 years'' 
Though every facet of Christie's life 
seems to oppose Hugh's outlandish 
lifestyle, political activism is one area 
where they can compare notes. 
In 1965 Hugh established the Playboy 
Foundation, which defends the First 
Amendment and contributes to organiza-
tions committed to protecting civil liber-
ties and promoting education and 
research on human sexuality. Likewise, 
the Hugh M. Hefner First Amendment 
Awards are annually given to individuals 
who have defended or contributed to the 
public's education of First Amendment 
rights. The Freedom of Expression 
Awards provide funding for films and 
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documentaries that explore like issues or 
challenge the boundaries of artistic and 
political expression . 
The fact that Playboy allows her "to 
spend some time in education , lecturing 
and speaking to students, and spend 
some time in political and civic activi-
ties," was, if not a determining factor in 
her taking the job, then an appreciated 
bonus. Christie has organized fund-rais-
ers for the National Coalition Against 
Censorship and as a member of the advi-
sory board of the American Civil 
Liberties Union of Illinois, hosted its 
annual Bill of Rights Dinner held in 
Chicago in 1993. Proceeds from a dinner 
honoring Christie as she was presented 
with the City of Hope's Spirit of Life 
Award, annually given to individuals for 
their civic activism and professional lead-
protect women from restrictions of any 
kind and support them in any decision 
they made. "Even if they choose to take 
their clothes off," she adds. Besides, "the 
women who pose in Playboy are consent-
ing adults. They wouldn't consider them-
selves exploited , so why does everybody 
else7" she says in a tone that more or less 
suggests that they get over it already. "I 
don't think it's a very good strategy to 
suggest that women are un-empowered 
in an environment that supports beauty. 
Women don't relate to that much and 
certainly men don't relate to that much." 
One of the more recent examples of 
typical feminist reactions to Playboy's 
risque reputation is the Women's Equity 
Mutual Fund (WEMF), an organization 
that invests in businesses with a 
pro-active policy towards women in the 
beauty, then I would imagine that would 
disallow an awful lot of companies ," she 
says, pointing out the obvious. "You'd 
have to disallow all the cosmetic compa-
nies, all the swim-wear companies, all 
the fashion companies, advertising agen-
cies, entertainment, television and so on. 
We would be the least of them." 
While Hefner's civic commitments are 
widely recognized and respected, several 
skeptics have judged them as efforts to 
alleviate a guilty conscience. "For what?" 
Christie asks incredulously. Then she just 
shrugs it off as nonsense. "I've always 
been active, since befo re I came to 
Playboy and if I was ever to leave 
Playboy I do it because it's the right 
thing to do. I have little patience for peo-
ple who don't vote or get involved," she 
says with a rarely seen look of confusion. 
1111 their criteria disallow companies that have an interest in beauty 
then I would imagine that would disallow all the cosmetic companies ... 
all the swim-wear companies, all the fashion companies, 
advertising agencies, entertainment and so on." 
ership , were used to found the Christie 
Hefner Fellowship in AIDS Research. 
And she serves on the boards of more 
than a few civil-rights organizations as 
well as the National Council on Crime 
and Delinquency and the Magazine 
Publishers Association. Christie was also 
the first woman elected to the Chicago 
chapter of the fraternity-like Young 
Presidents' Organization. 
Aside from these political devoirs, she 
helped found EMILY's List, an organiza-
tion that supports Democratic women 
candidates and the Committee of 200, 
an international organization for woman 
business owners and executives. She is 
actively involved in NARAL, an 
abortion-rights lobby, and the National 
Abortion and Reproductive Rights Action 
League. But Hefner's reputation as a tire-
less crusader of women's rights hasn't 
staved off attacks by feminist peers and 
women's groups who feel her involve-
ment in a business that exploits women 
is hypocritical at best. "Hypocrite?" 
Christie repeats in disbelief. "I can't 
believe [my position in the company] is 
even an issue." As she sees it, the original 
intent of the feminist movement was to 
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workplace. The WEMF slighted Playboy 
despite the fact that its staff includes 
dozens of women and is headed by 
Christie herself, who was inducted into 
the Women's Business Development 
Center Hall of Fame in 1991 for aiding 
women entrepreneurs. But situations 
such as this and activists like Gloria 
Steinem, who's been known to reprove 
Playboy's machismo appeal, haven't 
altered Hefner's feminist standards. "I 
have a very consistent and strongly felt 
view about what feminism is all about," 
she says matter-of-factly, "and there is 
nothing that Playboy does that is incon-
sistent with that. " 
If Christie seems to address these 
matters with an unlikely ease, bear in 
mind that she's had a lot of practice. But 
that's not to say she isn't occasionally 
perturbed. When addressing the WEMF 
decision, the placid expression, com-
posed demeanor and rehearsed objec-
tions disappear. A look of stern concen-
tration settles in her eyes and her body 
stiffens as if transforming into the 
Christie she saves for business lunches 
and board rooms. "If their criteria disal-
low companies that have an interest in 
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"I just don't understand it. " What she 
does understand , however, is that her 
charitable contributions to society 
through the years aren't enough to pave 
the way to political office, in which she 
has expressed an interest. Unfortunately, 
image has a much bigger role to play 
and, as she told Chicago magazine a few 
years back, "To be perfectly blunt, I 
think it would be very tough to be 
Christie Hefner, former CEO of Playboy, 
and be elected '' 
Playboy's image was one of Christie's 
main concerns when she became CEO. 
"The basic image of the magazine and 
the products were basically good, but the 
company was involved in a lot of invest-
ments that were not making money and 
hadn't found businesses beyond the 
magazine that it could build an econom-
ic base." Though the flagship magazine, 
with a domestic circulation of 3.5 mil-
lion , had generally maintained its suc-
cess, Hefner believed that the product 
line was leaving little room for future 
growth . "I think the one area where we 
definitely had an image challenge was in 
the domestic products business, where 
the company had a lot of products that 
were very profitable but didn't help 
enhance the image." A perfect example 
would be the infamous rabbit head air 
fresheners, which, thanks to Christie, are 
no longer hanging from the rear view 
mirrors of every bachelor-mobile across 
the United States. A new and improved 
Playboy catalog, with the subheading "A 
Catalog for Men and the Women They 
Love," includes everything from golf 
shirts and cuff links to Kama Sutra oils, 
aromatherapy candles and satin sheets. 
The inspiration for the inclusion of 
women in the marketing and entertain-
ment aspects of Playboy stemmed in part 
from the fact that more than 28 percent 
of the readers of the magazine are 
women. That figure, though surprising 
to the few of us who still consider 
Playboy strictly bachelor paraphernalia, 
doesn't astonish Hefner. 
"The writing is so much better than 
in most women's magazines," she says. 
"That seems like a really tough thing 
to say, but as an avid reader all my 
life, I just think it's true that there's 
nothing comparable to the Playboy 
interviews, or the fic ti on, or journal-
ism in Playboy." 
She goes on to say that, 'The second 
reason, I think, is that by definition 
women are interested in what interests 
men, just like men are interested in what 
interests women. Since most of the read-
ers of Playboy are married, the magazine 
is going into millions of American homes 
and I think there's a natural curiosity on 
the part of women because Playboy is a 
magazine that their husbands or 
boyfriends like." And, as one female 
reader put it, "Sex sells to anyone and 
everyone." Of course, Playboy discovered 
that long ago. 
With 15 international editions from 
Australia and Brazil to Russia and 
South Africa, (Croatia and Taiwan are 
in the works), it's obvious that Playboy 
is not limited to American men. In the 
last few years most of Hefner's time 
has been spent bringing Playboy TV, 
already in more than 10 million U.S. 
homes, to overseas markets like 
Britain and japan. And just last year, 
Playboy opened 241 retail ou tlets in 
China and Hong Kong. Four years ago 
Christie said she thought that the 
overseas market could account for half 
of the company's profits in five years. 
One year to go and Chri sti e is JUSt 
returning from Latin America, where 
the company is planning to launch 
two networks: Playboy TV/Latin 
America and AdulTVision/Latin 
America, a venture that will prove to 
be their largest network to date in 
terms of the number of households 
reached. Though this investment will 
bring the company close to Ch ri stie's 
projected goal, the overseas market 
still accounts for only about one quar-
ter of Playboy's profits. 
The fact that most of her time is spent 
on business interests outside the country 
could explain why so many have 
described her managerial personality as 
aloof. Even if she had the time, Christie 
admits she has little interest in the cre-
ative goings-on of Playboy magazine. 
Ironically so, since her early career path 
pointed toward journalism. 
She was elected Phi Beta Kappa dur-
ing her junior year at Brandeis 
University, where she graduated summa 
cum laude in 1974 with a bachelor's 
degree in English and American litera-
ture. Christie immediately tried her hand 
at journalism, working only a year for 
the Boston Phoenix in 1975 before 
becoming Hugh's assistant, then manager 
of a clothing store in the Playboy 
Building, to the creator of a series of 
magazines known as the Playboy Guides. 
During this time Hugh was supportive, 
allowing his daughter to try anything 
and everything until she found some-
thing that interested her. Fortunately for 
the company, her interest wasn't in writ-
ing for Playboy magazine but overseeing 
Playboy Enterprises, a job that has 
simultaneously cultivated both her busi-
ness talents and creative flair. "The inter-
ests I had that led me to write when I 
was in school and out of school, that led 
me to be an English major, wouldn't be 
satisfied if I were working in a financial 
institution or a manufacturing company. 
From my point of view I have the best of 
all worlds in that it's an intellectually 
challenging environment and job, but it 
is in the world of ideas." 
Her creative contributions, however, 
might be better noted in spread sheets 
and stock valuations. In light of Playboy's 
recent success, trading prices, usually in 
the $8 to $10 range, closed at $16 this 
past February. Currently valued at 12 
5/8, Playboy stock is expected to reach 
the high teens or low 20s in 1998 
Christie generates ideas in the form of 
cross-continent mergers and acquisitions 
(Like the accession in March '96 of 45 
percent interest in VIPress, which pub-
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lishes the Polish edition of the magazine. 
The company now owns 90 percent of 
its capital stock.) and is eager to dispel 
the notion that she is actively involved in 
the magazine's creative process. As chair-
man emeritus, editor in chief, founder 
and the largest shareholder, controlling 
more than 70 percent, Hugh Hefner will 
always have absolute control over 
Playboy magazine. And a very brave few 
question his editorial decisions, includ-
ing Christie. If there has ever been a case 
when Hugh's editorial acumen conflicted 
with the company's business interests, 
Christie can't recall it. "I completely trust 
his judgment," she says. And in one final 
rebuttal to rumors that the tension 
between father and daughter is at times 
unbearable, Christie adamantly main-
tains that has never been the case. "He 
never really wanted to be the CEO of the 
company," she points out. "He always 
really wanted to be the editor of the 
magazine or the creative director of the 
company and, so, when I became CEO 
in the late '80s it was as happy a day for 
him as it was for me. I think because we 
have different and complementary inter-
ests in terms of what we like to do, that 
has helped. " 
Of course, the fact that net revenues 
have shown a double-digit increase this 
past year might have helped their rela-
tionship, too. They share a mutual 
respect and a relentless drive to make 
Playboy the name in tasteful adult enter-
tainment. The bottom line, she points 
out, is that they "make a great team." 
The magazine will always be considered 
Playboy's most dependable profit genera-
tor, but the main growth is now coming 
from TV and video, with revenues show-
ing an increase of 15 percent to 24 per-
cent, proving that Christie does, indeed, 
have a flair for business not unlike her 
father's for selling sex. 
So what's next on Christie's agenda? 
She leans back in her chair and crinkles 
her brow. Her eyes dart around the room 
to the ceiling and floor as if she's never 
before contemplated the question and 
might find a clue in the carpet. Finally 
she answers simply, "More of the same;" 
coincidentally, the very same response 
Hugh gave to a reporter for the El chan-
nel during his annual New Year's bash at 
the Los Angeles Playboy mansion. 
Considering Christie's track record, 
there's no doubt that "more of the same" 
will ultimately mean another banner year 
for Playboy. ~ 
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Discovering 
Madonna 
Elizabeth IC i t t 1 e ' s one-year 
experience can be con densed 
learned 
one day. 
will for 
But 
ever 
what she 
affect h ow 
she vIews h e r r o 1 e as a female 
and a s a mother In thIs SOCiety. 
Story by Elizabeth F. Kittle / Illustrations by Brenda Rienl~e 
N ames have been changed , the chronolo-gy truncated. But the truth shouts from the pages of Kittle's diary of 
a day as a counselor of young, unwed 
mothers. She struggles with her own 
feelings about being a woman and 
being a mother; about mothering and 
being maternal; about merging and 
separating. Like Demeter and Perse-
phone, mother and daughter, the dis-
tinctions were clear one moment , hazy 
the next. That old maternal tug was 
powerful, indeed, stronger sometimes 
than common sense or self-interest. 
The day begins. 
3:30a.m. 
"Don 't go l Please don't leave me 
again!" Fourteen-year-old Natasha's 
eyes were black with fear. I had been 
gone no more than 30 minutes, but 
when l got back to Natasha , she was 
alone in the hospital room crying, the 
guard rails up on her bed. 
An hour ago, enormous labor con-
tractions had brought her up on all 
fours every six minutes. The contrac-
tion waves on the monitor had leveled 
out at the top of the strip only because 
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it had run out of room. Forget the 
Lamaze breathing; I had to grab her IV 
and both monitor cables when she 
inhaled her way up to her knees. Did 
she have a catheter at this point too? 
The nurses, wanting to slow things 
down, had given her a sedative and 
almost immediately everything 
responded just that way. Natasha began 
to sleep through her contractions. I 
was physically and emotionally 
exhausted. Whimsically I thought 
about the Three Little Bears and their 
porridge, chairs and beds ... wishing 
for my own bed. As if reading my 
mind , the nurse told me this would be 
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a good time to go get a cup of co ffee 
and a snack in the cafeteria. 
But now, Natasha's fickle contractions 
had suddenly returned to their full, 
nasty force. She clung to me with tears 
in her eyes, "Please stay with mel II " I 
had let her down -when she needed 
me, I'm off having doughnuts. I was 
consumed with guilt , a feeling that 
quickly triggered into my personal life. 
Translated , this guilt read: "Why were 
my own children sleeping at their 
father 's house and why wasn't I with 
them7" I hated being separated from my 
children and was angry that my 
hard-fought battle for independence 
from a suffocating marriage had meant 
choosing either a fa lse identity for 
myself or canceling my children's rights 
to a normal Mommy. 
My ex-husband and I had been sepa-
rated for two years at this point. I had 
moved out (and he had not) because I 
felt I could retain a sense of ME 
whether I lived in a two- flat or a 
two-room apartment. My move out of 
the family home was unusual (national-
ly, only 5 percent of divorced mothers 
are non-custodial parents), but intu-
itively I knew becoming economically 
dependent on him would be a psycho-
logical disaster for me. I moved five 
blocks away and went back to work. 
Lawyers set the amount of child sup-
port I was to pay according to Illinois 
guidelines (25 percent of net income for 
two kids). The fact that I wanted to 
have some daylight hours alone with 
SEXUAL ABUSE 
AND TEEN PREGNANCY 
Researchers found that new-ly 
two-thirds (62 percent) of 535 pregnant 
teens in a Seattle study (1988-1990) had 
been sexually abused. Almost one-quarter 
(24 percent) of these teens, like Natasha, 
had been molested before they were 6 
years old. 
This study concluded that sexually 
abused teens were more likely to have 
had more than one partner and to have 
exchanged sex for money, drugs or shel-
ter. Abused young women are also more 
likely to have repeat pregnancies, to be 
impregnated by various partners, and to 
be single parents. Other studies show that 
95 percent of teen prostitutes and 31 per-
cent of women prisoners were sexually 
abused as children. 
52 
the kids and didn't want to parallel the 
dad's work schedule made my job 
search difficult. Weird time restrictions 
and iffy insurance, not to mention bot-
tom-line financial requirements, had 
put me in the labor and delivery ward 
of St. Joseph's Hospital on Chicago's 
North Side at four in the morning. 
Did I mention Natasha was 14 years 
old7 Well, she had just turned 14. When 
Natasha's pregnancy started to show, the 
Department of Children and Family 
Services (DCFS) had moved her into the 
Madonna/St. Joseph Center, a maternity 
home in Wrigleyville run by Catholic 
Charities. She was l3 back then - but 
that was months ago A few hours ago 
when her bag of waters had ruptured, I 
quickly locked up the center and we 
jumped into the van. Natasha was quiet 
and tense on our 10-minute ride to the 
hospital. Resting against her enormously 
pregnant stomach , she clutched her 
raggedy old teddy bear. During our mid-
night drive, a chiaroscuro effect was cre-
ated when the street lights crossed her 
face: Madonna-to-be with Teddy. 
I struggled to think of upbeat things 
to talk about. "What about them 
Bears7" would have been the safe guy 
thing to say, but the Chicago Bears 
were pretty much at the bottom of the 
NFC this yea r. 
As the blocks swept by and the dis-
tance to the hospital shortened, Natasha 
held her teddy bear closer and then 
finally pulled him inside her jacket. I 
turned on the radio. 
Were we a part of the natural biologi-
cal side of life or were we symptoms of 
our times7 Being a single mother at 14 
couldn't be considered a historical 
anomaly, but with today's extended life 
span , 14 just seemed awfully young to 
me. Would she still sleep with her teddy 
bear after delivery or would she put 
teddy in the crib wi th her baby7 
When Natasha was 6, she was sexu-
ally abused by her stepfather. A horrific 
thought for me, made even more sick-
ening when I observe my own 
8-year-old daughter sleeping with her 
teddy bear. Mercifully, DCFS was alert-
ed to Natasha's case and over the years 
she was placed with various foster fam-
ilies . In our imperfect system, however, 
social workers later discovered that she 
had been sexually abused by most of 
the foster fathers in her different place-
ments. Blase and without personal lim-
its, Natasha will describe in minute 
EC HO • 1997 
detail, to almost anyone, the particulars 
and variations of her sexual abuse. 
Studies have shown that children who 
have had involuntary sex (a .k.a. sexual-
ly abused kids) have difficulty practic-
ing protective behaviors and are at high 
risk of becoming a teen pregnancy sta-
tistic. These girls reported to have "left 
their bgdies. " They had stopped feel-
ing They felt tainted and spoiled -
just like Natasha. 
7 a.m. 
Unfortunately for me , Natasha was 
still in labor when the a.m. staff arrived 
at the hospital; Natasha delivered late 
that afternoon after 15 hours of labor. 
When l got back to Madonna I to ld 
my boss, Linda , how awful I felt that I 
had gone to the cafeteria when Natasha 
needed me. Linda shook her head and 
said that one of the younger teens she 
had helped through labor called out 
for her mother several times when the 
going got rough. It broke Linda's heart 
to hear the girl call out, "I want my 
mommy' Where's my mother7" 
between her contractions. Of course, 
it's unsettling and more than a little 
unnerving to be in labor under the 
best of circumstances, but sadly, this 
girl apologized to Linda afterward. 
Voila! The transformation from child to 
adult in a blink of an eye (or in the 
rupture of embryonic membranes) . 
8 a.m. 
The morning rush at Madonna 
resembles most households across 
America: teens rushing off to school, 
adults off to work; except this family 
was all female and , other than staff, they 
were all pregnant. The kitchen was in an 
uproar and the smell of burning bacon 
grease took over the whole first floor. 
Colleen was in the staff office complain-
ing about various aches and pains, try-
ing to get out of going to school. I 
couldn't really blame her; she was due 
in two weeks. Besides, she had stopped 
doing any homework a month ago. 
Colleen was a 15-year-old Caucasian 
girl from Lake Geneva who became 
pregnant one night after babysitting. On 
the ride home, the 28-year-old father 
pulled over in a remote area. In the 
back seat of the family station wagon , 
Colleen conceived the start of this man's 
second family. Not mentioning that this 
man was l3 years older than his 
babysitter makes Colleen just another 
teen mom in an epidemic that seems to 
stall out over declining social morals. 
In his defense, however, the guy 
never knew; Colleen didn't tell him. Her 
own parents were in marital crisis and, 
without discussion , they shipped her off 
to Madonna as soon as they found out 
she was pregnant. Initially, they wanted 
her to place the baby for adoption, but 
that was months ago. Now that the due 
date was fast approaching, Colleen 
wasn't sure she wanted to place her 
baby. Perhaps she was lonely; perhaps 
she wanted to create her version of the 
ideal family, but the bottom line was 
that although she had interviewed two 
couples, she hadn't selected an adopting 
family yet. 
The fa ct that Colleen hadn't told her 
baby's father no longer seemed unusual 
to me; very few of the residents 
involved their boyfriends in their preg-
nancies. Maybe non-disclosure reflect-
ed the anonymous nature of the 
Madonna program, but even I thought 
of the fathers of these babies- to-be as 
JUSt sperm donors after my first few 
weeks at M/S]. During our staff meet-
ings and in our group care worker log, 
we carefully avoided naming the father 
even if we knew his name. This errant 
male was referred to as the "Alleged 
Father" or just the "NF" At first I was 
offended by this rhetoric, but soon 
even I could talk about the "NF" with-
out having an ironic tone in my voice. 
As social workers, we sadly continued 
the legalese that let men off the hook. 
9 a.m . 
I would be back on the schedule at 
noon. Sleep deprivation was a definite 
down side to this JOb. I went upstairs to 
take a quick nap in the staff bedroom. 
Noon 
I had lunch with Colleen to get an 
update on her parenting/placement 
decision. Regarding residents and 
choices, though , I found it difficult to 
remain neutral about any parenting 
decision; I felt they were looking at life 
from the wrong end of the telescope. 
Just getting the layette together doesn't 
make you a mom. I felt I had to rede-
fine all of those basic words so I could 
include my fragile relationship with my 
own children. In particular, I had a 
conflict with the very word parent. 
Maybe I had bought into the media 
message more than I was willing to 
admit , but to me the word parent con-
noted two, a pair, a team as in two par-
ents or: pair-ents. Didn't these women 
know how hard it would be to parent 
alone? Would "single parent" be an 
oxymoron in my new dictionary? 
At Madonna, if the resident couldn't 
decide whether to parent or place her 
THE OLDER MAN 
AND TEEN PREGNANCY: 
FROM 1990 CALIFORNIA STUDY 
OF 60,000 BIRTHS 
Men over 20 are fathers to: 77 percent 
of the babies born to 16- to 18-year-old 
mothers; 51 percent of the babies born to 
mothers 15 years and under. 
Using this same research data , The 
Alan Guttmacher Institute reported that 
in 1988, 489,000 teens became moms 
while only 195,00 teens became dads. 
Another researcher summed it up like 
this: The younger the mom, the older the 
father. When the mother is 12 years old, 
the father is 22; when she is in high 
school, he is only Jour years older. Men 
over 25 father twice the "teen" births as 
boys under 18. A 1991 study by the 
National Center for Health Statistics of 
more than 300,000 teenage mothers 
found that men over 25 cause more than 
400 teen pregnancies every day. 
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baby before giving birth, she wouldn 't 
be prepared for her physiological/psy-
chological conflict after the baby was 
born. It wouldn't matter that a resident 
had planned to place her baby for 
adoption all during her pregnancy, 
after birth , biology and the natural 
preservation instinct of the species will 
strongly tug at the now-lactating 
woman. It takes a determined , 
goal-oriented woman to carry through 
with adoption plans while she still has 
milk in her breasts. 
Over lunch, I tried to tell Colleen 
there would be losses for her no matter 
which decision she made. I think we are 
all conditioned to think that there will 
be one complete, satisfying answer and 
one morning we'll wake up and know 
what's what, and all of that "other" data 
will become miscellaneous, superfluous 
and unnecessary and will therefore 
recede into the background. 
In a larger context, however, Colleen's 
placement-versus-parenting dilemma 
isn't an isolated phenomenon. Her pas-
sive indecision is reflected in the growing 
social acceptance of out-of-wedlock 
births (and waning abortion statistics). 
In many illegitimacy cases, particularly 
with teens like Colleen , no parenting 
decision is made and the maternal 
grandmother will take the baby: A 
nationwide trend is achieved by default. 
When we talked at lunch , I wanted 
Colleen to know that she was in a no-
win situation and she would lose some 
piece of herself no matter what. The 
key was to find that one piece she 
could sacrifice without disconnecting 
herself from her body (which probably 
would lead to more unplanned preg-
nancies) or forfeiting her personal 
voice to a misogynistic society. Unfor-
tunate ly, female voicelessness seems to 
be deeply rooted in many societies -
even Walt Disney touched on the sub-
ject in The Little Mermaid when Ariel 
had to give up her voice (and soul) to 
become human. 
3 p.m. 
Natasha called to say she delivered a 
7-lb , 8-oz baby girl. 
4p.m. 
Jade asked staff to come to her room. 
She had thrown up her lunch and now 
she was having painful contractions. 
Jade is a beautiful 17 -year-old Jamaican 
girl who is 34 weeks pregnant. She 
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wasn't exactly on bed-rest, but her pre-
mature contractions had practically 
quarantined her to Madonna. More than 
a month ago, when Jade started to have 
premature contractions, we thought she 
was simply dehydrated. She and I had 
already spent quite a few nights at St. 
Joe's waiting for a liter or two of saline 
with dextrose to drip into her arm intra-
venously. With the extra volume added 
to Jade, the contractions on the moni tor 
would taper off and we would be sent 
home. This is quite the reverse of a kid-
ney patient who needs to shed liquid 
volume during dialysis treatments. 
The number of episodes started to 
increase and her contractions became 
more and more intense. At week 30, 
when her cervix began to dilate, she 
was quickly put on medicines to slow 
down a premature delivery. As her body 
adjusted to the medications , higher 
doses were given , then given more fre-
quently. For weeks Jade has been on an 
every-two-hour medication schedule. 
The doctors ordered a home monitoring 
machine that was hooked up to the 
telephone. Nurses in Michigan would 
read the transmitted informat ion and 
then call St. Joe's if she had more than 
five (later upped to eight) contractions 
in an hour. Jade monitored herself twice 
a day, later three times a day. Sometimes 
she could feel the abdominal activity, 
sometimes not, but the trick is to delay 
as long as possible a premature baby 
with a low birth weight. 
Today, Jade's baby is 7 months old (in 
utero) and the doctors said they would 
no longer try to stall the birth. Strangely, 
when they said that two weeks ago, her 
daily contractions slowed down, even 
after they reduced the dosage and 
(thankfully) its frequency. The medicine 
has been such an integral part of Jade's 
pregnancy, I just wonder whether this 
drug, like thalidomide taken in the 
1950s, has undergone a long enough 
testing period to determine the 
long-term side effects to the babies. 
6 p.m. 
Jade's contractions started to quicken 
just before supper. When Jade and I 
arrived at St. Joseph's, all of the 
overnight staff welcomed us by name, a 
bad sign for sleep lovers. Her face was 
dark with fear. Her beautiful almond 
eyes looked out sharply over her high, 
wide cheekbones. Her boyfriend, 
Charles, was to meet us at the hospital 
LOW BIRTH WEIGHT 
(5 LBS-8 OZS) 
Nationally, the overall rate of low 
birth weight rose to 7.2 percent in 1993, 
the highest level reported since 1976. In 
Chicago in 1990, 11 percent of all teen 
mothers gave birth to low weight babies. 
The average cost of a delivery scrbsidized 
by Medicaid for a low weight baby is 
nearly $19,000; for an average baby the 
cost is just under $4,000. Seven percent 
of all deliveries in the US are low birth 
weight babies - about the same as Alba-
nia, Chile and Turkey 
A 1994 study, Sex and America's 
Teenagers, puts it like this: "Poverty sta-
tus is one of the strongest predictors of 
low birth weight, especially among 
teenage mothers." Unmarried women, 
women who smoke or use drugs and 
women who don't get prenatal care are all 
at risk of having a baby that weighs less 
than 2500 grams or 5 lbs-8 ozs. 
RACISM OR RACE 
Pregnant women in stressfcrl war 
zones (such as Chile or Bosnia) have low 
birth weight, as do African-American 
women from every economic and educa-
tional background in the United States. 
A black woman's risk of having a seJi.-
ously underweight baby is three times 
that of a white woman's. Some 
researchers think that it's a matter of 
racism rather than race that causes 
stress. Stress affects health through 
changes in neuroendocrine functioning 
that produce catecholamines that then 
start a premature delivery 
to be her labor coach. He had graduated 
from the DCFS Columbus-Maryville 
program and had moved into indepen-
dent living. I had not met Charles, but 
because Jade and I had become so close 
in the last month, I felt I knew him per-
sonally. Jade was the cream of the crop: 
beautiful, smart, centered. But I wasn't 
prepared for the lanky, 18-year-old 
Charles. He was so young and hand-
some, shy and scared, I wanted to burst 
into tears. 
The two of them looked young and 
fresh - like a perfect prom date, not 
like new parents ready to settle down 
and start nesting. Didn't they know how 
difficult it was going to be? Did they 
really stand a chance at normalcy? From 
my point of view, a white, have-all from 
the suburbs divorced from an identically 
matched NF, the odds were stacked 
against Jade and Charles. It broke my 
heart to see how genuinely they spoke 
to each other, how much they cared for 
each other ... right now. 
9 p .m . 
I left the hospital when I was sure 
Charles was comfortable and in control. 
Jade was dilated to 8 cen timeters. The 
baby could be another couple of hours 
or transition could rush to full dilation 
(10 centimeters) within minutes. Child-
Childbirth is that type of thing - a lot 
like life itself with many variables . I 
went home to crash. 
Jade and Charles delivered a 5-lb 
baby girl at l :30 that morning. Mother 
and daughter are resting comfortably. 
How sad to know Jade will be moving 
out of Madonna. I will miss her. 
Some Thoughts in Conclusion 
Several conclusions can be made 
about the rise in unwed pregnancy in the 
United States and about teenage pregnan-
cy in particular, but these words have 
probably all been said by politicians, 
social workers, school teachers, law 
enforcers (police and lawyers), the clergy 
and the families themselves. Whatever I 
could say in conclusion has already been 
said. The issues are complex and one 
answer doesn't quite sum it up. Murphy 
Brown's reasons for wanting to parent her 
child alone would be completely different 
from an urban teenager's reasons for 
wanting to become a single mother. 
However, I would say that linking 
family planning clinics directly to 
schools would be a starting place. 
Making all men own up to and be 
responsible for their progeny would be 
another. Insisting that love and money 
and health are commodities to be given 
out in equal shares would be another. 
What part does the mind play in this 
biological imperative question? Is it 
After 1973, Americans over age 40 
became the richest generation in histo-
ry and the percentage of American 
children living below federal poverty 
level rose by 51 percent. High levels of 
youth poverty precede high rates of 
teen childbearing, which we now can 
confirm. In most inner cities, families 
have broken apart and reassembled in 
odd shapes over the scar tissue. The 
chain of poverty and abuse is strength-
ened by this family disintegration: The 
poverty -abuse-illegitimacy-poverty 
mantra begins to sound like another 
one of those rhetorical chicken-
and-egg conundrums until it's under-
stood that, like it or not, society gives 
birth to its own future. Does anyone 
wonder which adult role models 
Natasha and j ade's children will choose 
in 14 years? As re flective of the nation-
al trend , poverty begets poverty. .. early 
and often. 
Maybe permeating social decline can 
help explain the rise in teen pregnancy 
in the ghetto , but all socio-economic 
groups and women of all ages have 
contributed to the incredible 54 per-
cent increase in nonmarital births from 
1980 to 199 1. In fact, 1991 was a ban-
ner year for unwed mothers in every 
age group: 1. 2 million total. More 
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mind over matter or the other way 
around? Is this reproductive instinct 
qualitative or is the biological time clock 
ticking away' Are women brainwashed 
into believing that the American Dream 
UPDATE 
Natasha returned to Madonna in 
August of 1993 with pregnancy number 
th ree. She went on the run after two weeks. 
Today, only one child lives with her and she 
still has not finished high school. Stats: 
Almost one-quarter of teen moms have a 
repeat pregnancy within two years of their 
first born. 
jade and Charles broke up two months 
after delive1y. Today jade is working at 
Wendy's and her daughter lives with her 
National statistics 
babies were born out of wedlock in 
1991 than at any other time in the 
whole 51-year history of keeping track 
of such numbers. "U. S. Birthrate 
Decreased in 1991, But Nonmarital 
Fertility Continued to Rise," Digest, 
Family Planning Perspectives 26 
Qanuary/February 1994) p. 43. Even 
though this trend leveled off in 1995, 
the proportion of all births to unmar-
ried mothers hit record levels in the 
early 1990s: 29.5 percent in 1991, fol-
lowed by 30.1 percent in 1992 and 31 
percent in 1993. 
During the late 1980s and early '90s, 
aging 1950s babyboomers, married or 
not, tried to stop (or jump-start) their 
biological clocks; in 1986 the number 
of first births among all women aged 
30-34 increased 140 percent over the 
period 1970-1986. (I am one of these 
statistics.) Not surprisingly, there has 
also been an increase in nonmarital 
births in this age group- 16 percent 
of the nonmarital births in 1993 were 
to women over 30. "Because women 
have a monthly hormonal cycle, they 
can't escape the fact that their bodies 
are telling them to do something," a 
San Francisco endocrinologist told 
Time in 1990. He added, "The biologi-
cal drive to reproduce may be stronger 
ECHO • 1997 
can be had through their biology' In 
addition to wanting unconditional love, 
I think the teens at Madonna wanted 
some of that dream when they had 
unprotected sex. Maybe I did too. ~ 
aunt. As Jade is a practicing Catholic, she 
does not use birth control. 
Colleen's newly divorced mom (of 
course, now the baby 's grandmother) 
rounded up all of the baby supplies. She 
prepared a nursery and all Colleen had to 
do was take the baby home. As soon as her 
visible signs of (illegitimate) pregnancy had 
passed, so did her parent's scornful alien-
ation of her. The AIF and family had moved 
out of town a couple of months before 
Colleen moved back to Lake Geneva. 
than the cultural yen to get married. " 
And even Murphy Brown got into the 
act on prime time TV during the 1992 
spring season, much to then-Vice 
President Dan Quayle's consternation. 
Quayle felt that Murphy Brown's show 
glamorized unwed motherhood and 
"mocked the importance of fathers ." 
No, Mr. Quayle, an unwed mother is 
not glamorous. I'm the one with the 
semantical problem with the word par-
ent or "pair-ent." But did Quayle not 
watch TV when he was a kid? Were 
single fathers somehow different from 
single mothers? What about Bachelor 
Father, Nanny and the Professor, The 
Farmer's Daughter, My Three Sons, The 
Andy Griffith Show, The Courtship of 
Eddie's Father, Gidget, My Little 
Margie, Daktari, Bonanza? More cur-
rently, what about Full House, Blossom, 
Empty Nest? 
The june 13, 1992, issue of TV 
Guide listed 15 TV shows headed up by 
a single dad when the only one I knew 
personally used to be my husband. The 
1991-92 TV season alone had eight 
prime-time series featuring some ver-
sion of the bachelor father. Does Daisy 
Duck share custody of Huey, Dewey 
and Louie with Uncle Donald? Does 
she pay child support? 
continued from page 21 
to go sour. The once bur-
geoning businesses of bazaars 
and saloons began to close 
down, leaving buildings 
vacant and in disrepair. Once 
the driving force behind the 
boom of Wells Street, com-
mercial entrepreneurs found 
something new to sell: sex. 
Where cafes and lounges 
once stood, the hollowed 
buildings now became home 
to adult bookstores, strip 
JOints and private sex clubs. 
"I think what happened 
in the south Old Town area 
was that landlords didn't 
know who to rent to and 
the pornographic business-
men didn't have great rental 
requirements. The landlords 
didn't have to do any rehab-
bing," said 42nd Ward Ald. 
Burton Natarus, who repre-
sents the area of Wells 
Street south of North 
Avenue. "They bought their 
own bookshelves . It was an 
easy buck and it became a 
blight on the area ." 
Flashing signs reading 
XXX became prevalent along 
with adult movie houses, 
where on any given night one 
would be verbally accosted 
by men trying to lure 
passers-by in the door of a 
strip club. Prostitutes made 
Wells Street a hangout, and 
until recently the streetwalk-
ers of the neighborhood 
could still be seen in gang-
ways and side streets. 
Yet something kept Wells 
Street from being totally 
immersed in the lascivious. 
Entertainers, both musical 
and comedic, started to revis-
it clubs and bars in the 
Wells/North area, and the 
upswing of the neighborhood 
started gaining attention by 
local papers like the Reader 
and the Sun-Times in the early 
'80s. Clubs like Zanies and 
Second City gave rise to 
many performers who were 
to become stars, and this 
began to revitalize Chicago's 
Greenwich Village, bringing 
tourists back to the Wells 
corridor. 
According to the 
Department of Urban 
Renewal Review, by 1977 
$270 million in government 
subsidies and grants, in con-
junction with money from 
private investors, had been 
upswing. 
Today there are hardly any 
remnants of times past. One 
adult bookstore remains and 
a handful of original owners 
have retained their property, 
according to the Wells Street 
Chamber of Commerce. 
Young professionals in 
Burberry trench coats hustle 
to work, mothers in Range 
Rovers leave their children in 
the car as they run into 
Starbucks. The other store-
fronts have become dry clean-
ers, galleries, cafes and spe-
cialty boutiques. 
"In Old Town, it went 
from head shops and go-go 
dancers to an upper-middle 
~ T is is not the same neighborhood it 
was with the artists, writers, families, 
kids running about. When I take the day 
off is when I notice the most. I sit on 
the stoop and people don't stop to talk. 
All the change has definitely hurt the 
neighborhood. The house next door is a 
townhouse comple ., 
poured into the greater Old 
Town area. The vivid contrast 
of Gold Coast and slums was 
about to be forever changed. 
Pioneer developers with an 
acute interest in the possibili-
ties of Wells Street began to 
buy the old greystone and 
brownstone three-flats that 
lined Wells Street. By 1980 a 
Walgreens, a bank, a health 
club and a grocery store 
added commercial stability to 
the neighborhood, and Wells 
Street was beginning the 
class neighborhood virtually 
overnight," says Andy Pierce, 
executive director of the Old 
Town Chamber of Commerce, 
1535 N. Wells St. "The only 
middle class left is probably 
the store owners." 
"The owners on Wells 
Street make their money 
because they are good busi-
nessmen, but they don't want 
their town taken away from 
them. You may have a town-
house next to a tavern and 
the residents want the tavern 
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to leave because they spent 
$400,000 on their home. But 
they have to coexist to retain 
the integrity of Wells Street. " 
Pierce and Ardennia 
Fentress, outreach coordina-
tors of the Old Town Chamber 
of Commerce, agree that Wells 
Street is going through an 
identity crisis, because its past 
has been tied to so many 
things. According to Pierce, the 
reason for change is twofold-
the growing desire for resi-
dents to have a voice in the 
community, and businesses 
new and old struggling to 
become adjusted to a more 
affluent market. 
New developments, such 
as Cobbler Square, 1350 N. 
Wells St. , and Schiller Place, 
14 70 N. Wells, have brought 
lush condominiums and lux-
ury lofts with chain retail 
stores on the ground level 
"We need to organize a 
historical committee to try 
and save some of the older 
buildings," Pierce says . 
"Otherwise, developers will 
go haywire." 
But overall , chamber 
members are content with 
the progress Wells Street 
has made and are encour-
aged because a number of 
the older families and veter-
an Wells Stree t store owners 
have remained to preserve 
the core of the strip. But 
they don't deny that devel-
opments like Cobbler 
Square and Schiller Place 
typify the direction in 
which Old Town has been 
heading: high-rise develop-
ment and high prices . 
"People move into Old 
Town because it is close to 
everything, but I think they 
move in because it feels like a 
neighborhood ," Roth says "It 
will never be the Old Town it 
was. This neighborhood 
became what it was because 
of the people. And when the 
people change, the neighbor-
hood changes ... I don't 
intend on leaving. I hope I 
don't have to ." ~ 
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POSITIVE 
For Darryl Jackson, the best defense against AIDS ~ to iust keep living 
Story by Bob Chiarito I Photos by Natalie Bataglia 
Darryl Jackson stares out a 
picture window atop Columbia 
College's Wabash Building, peering 
at the streets and buildings of Chicago 
below. As he ponders the question, "Is 
this the end of AIDS?," posed by 
Newsweek a couple of months earlier, he 
points toward the city and smirks. "Not even 
close. I wonder how many people out there don't 
even know they have it. For them, it hasn't even begun. " 
For anyone at Columbia who knows Jackson, it may come 
as a shock to learn that he is speaking from experience. But 
since contracting HIV in 1980 and having AIDS since 1990, 
he's earned the dubious distinction of being a long-term sur-
vivor in a war he knows he cannot win. What keeps him going 
is the satisfaction of living to fight and win the daily battles 
presented by living with AIDS. 
j ackson has lived with the disease for 16 years, years in 
which he experienced love, hate and many highs and lows. 
Along the way he has remained human, as throughout his 
life. That is, having flaws while striving to be the best that he 
can be. Jackson agreed to be interviewed because he believes 
being outspoken and direct will help keep others from 
becoming infected. 
Jackson , who is slim and has light brown skin , short hair 
and wide, smiling eyes, looks more like a 19-year-old freshman 
than a dying man in his late thirties. That's because he refuses 
to be down. "I have a passion for life, I just love li fe, " Jackson 
said. "I appreciate the beauty in life. " But like the comedian 
who goes home and cries himself to sleep, j ackson conceded 
that there have been many times when life was hard for him to 
appreciate. 
Jackson grew up in the 1960s and '70s, a time when Ameri-
ca was largely unwilling to accept gay lifestyles. Thinking 
something was wrong with him, j ackson tried to act like a 
"normal kid ." 
"I tried to do the society thing ... take the girl to the prom, 
have a girlfriend , send valentines to the girls ," j ackson said. 
"But behind closed doors, I received much more from guys. I 
only look at women to see who the guy is on her arm." 
Ever since he was in second grade, j ackson knew he was 
"different" from the other boys. "I didn't know I was gay, but I 
didn't like girls," he said . "There was something about boys 
that I found fascinating." 
Coming out to one's parents is often one of the hardest 
things for a gay person to do. For jackson, his behavior did the 
talking for him, although, as still is the case of many gays 
today, it produced a negative reaction from his parents. 
"I didn 't have to tell them. When I was in second grade I 
had Barbie dolls and my room was flowery. I would take my 
allowance and go to the drugstore and buy paper dolls that you 
cut out and put clothes on," j ackson said. "I would polish my 
fingernails and fluff my hair ... My mom threatened to send me 
to West Point and I told her that locking me away with all 
those boys would be a mistake. My fa ther went silent. He was a 
military man and was embarrassed that his son was very good 
at ballet, very good at piano and could sing soprano. " 
jackson's parents separated when he was 10 and by 1976, 
when he was 19, he moved out on his own. Because of his 
lifestyle, he has no relationship with his father and a turbulent 
one with his mother. "It's on again, off again," he said. 
When he began living on his own, j ackson often counted on 
older men to take care of him. "I was lucky to have had men 
that loved me." During that time, in the 1970s, HIV and AIDS 
were still unknown, thus j ackson's lifestyle was fas t and free. 
"I was on the fast track. I just went for it. I believed in Mary 
Tyler Moore's philosophy: 'You're gonna make it after all,"' jack-
son said. 
After high school, jackson attended Columbia College part-
time in 1979 and worked for an advertising agency. He con-
tracted HIV in 1980, but was unaware until years later. 
"When I first heard about HlV, I knew I had it. I read about 
it in 1983 or 1984 and said 'I got that. ' I knew subconsciously, 
based on my lifestyle, that I was infected," Jackson said. In 
1985 j ackson was among the first in Chicago to get tested for 
HIV The results were positive. 
"It was a confirmation. I didn't feel any different ," he said. 
"It was a mystery; nobody knew the devastation of it. " 
For jackson , learning he was infected did not change him at 
first. "I lived on Lake Shore Drive, I worked on Michigan 
Avenue . I didn't feel the need to make any immediate changes. 
I was on top of the world. I was in my early twenties, I wasn't 
gonna let it bring me down. " 
Although Jackson's mother was the first person he told 
about his disease, he didn't tell her until more than three years 
from the time he found out. According to j ackson , it was 
because he was afraid of how he would be perceived . 
"I wasn't ready to be crucified by my family, church and job. 
It's never easy because you don't know how people are going to 
react," jackson said. 
Curiously, many gays are apathetic. During sexual relations, 
Jackson said he never used condoms. Rather, he informed his 
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partners that he was infected. 'To my surprise, a lot of people 
still wanted to be sexually active with me," he said. "I think in 
the back of their minds they know they're infected even 
though they never tested. They don't want to know." 
As for as infecting others, Jackson said he might have 
but thinks they should have thought of that before having 
sex with him. 
"l have it ... once you have it , what damn difference does it 
make7 Someone gave it to me, that's my whole philosophy," 
jackson said. "I didn't go to Walgreens and buy it. " 
According to Jackson, one of his early lovers physically 
assaulted him because j ackson never informed him he was 
infected while they had relations. Although jackson said he 
was sexually active with the man before he was tested for HIV, 
once he learned he was positive he couldn't inform him 
because he didn't have his phone number or address. jackson 
later learned that his former partner was infected, a fact he 
feels only partially responsible for. 
"lt takes two ... I share 50 percent of the blame, not all of it. 
I think he's really angry at himself, not me." 
Jackson said that once he was infected , he mostly dated oth-
ers who also were infected. "I have many friends that are infect-
ed . Everybody that was infected dealt with others who were 
also infected, until we found out that you can get re-infected." 
Re-infection is when one HIV-positive person acquires HIV 
again, often in a more advanced state. 
Eventually, being infected did take a toll on j ackson both 
mentally and physically; he lost an apartment and had to resign 
from two jobs. 
"I didn't need the stress. I didn't need the rumors and the 
whispers and the innuendo. I felt violated and that my privacy 
had been invaded," Jackson said. "My problem is that I'm very 
honest with people and I realize that a lot of people aren't 
ready to deal with it. " 
Physically, j ackson's HIV developed into AIDS by 1990 and 
other health problems soon followed. "''ve had a blood transfu-
sion. I don't know how many times I've been in a coma. I'm 
blind in my right eye [from cytomegalovirus (CMV) retinitis], I 
have Kaposi's sarcoma [AIDS-related skin cancer marked by 
lesions]. I have lesions on my brain that I'm praying don't 
develop into tumors. I have respiratory problems, problems 
with my urinary tract and I lose feeling in my hands and feet. 
But I walk around just gorgeous," Jackson said , smiling. 
In 1994, Jackson spent four months in the hospital battling 
pneumonia and New Year's Day 1996 fighting for his life 
against dementia. 
Because of the problems Jackson has feeling his hands and 
feet , he goes to a clinic every week for physical therapy and 
psychotherapy. He also takes 27 pills a day, among them 3TC, 
D4T and Saquinavir, or protease inhibitors. Taken together, the 
drugs interact to increase T-4 cells - the immune cells killed 
by the AIDS virus. While a healthy person has about 500 to 
1,500, jackson survived for three years with zero . Because of 
the protease inhibitors, today Jackson has 96. 
Although Jackson's grandparents have always supported 
him, his parents are a different matter. "My mother is in total 
denial about me having AIDS," he said. "On New Year's Eve 
[1995]I told my mother to take me to the hospital and she 
told me, 'my car's not running."' 
As for his father, Jackson hasn't talked to him in years 
but did see him one afternoon last summer. 
"I was on the El 
platform at 95th 
Street and saw my 
father talking to my 
cousin, Robert," 
Jackson said. "I 
walked up to them 
and said, 'Hey Dad, 
hey Robert' and they 
turned to each other 
and continued their 
conversation without 
acknowledging me. I 
got on the train and 
cried from 95th 
Street all the way to 
the Loop. That hurt." 
j ackson said he 
expects his father to 
talk to him before he 
dies but is prepared 
to get his revenge 
anyway. "I paid for 
my funeral and my 
"Why should I do all 
the right things? life 
gets kind of boring 
when you walk in the 
middle. I like being 
bad because it says 
I'm alive." 
family lost complete control ; they thought I was being very vin-
dictive. T was just trying to be a mature, responsible adult," he 
said. "So a couple of months ago I went and got a refund and 
decided to be cremated. They don't know about that and won't 
until the day I die. That's where the vindictiveness comes in ," 
j ackson said. "I don't want a bunch of phony people who've 
mistreated me, stabbed me in the back and were not around 
when I needed them, crying over my casket. I'll already be 
dead, I'm not going to let them drown me too." 
As for his finances, Medicare and Medicaid cover 80 percent 
of Jackson's health care and Public Aid covers the remaining 20 
percent. Although his rent is free because he lives in a building 
owned by his church , Jackson said his belief in God challenges 
his gay lifestyle. 
"I don't understand why I'm gay, I don't have a damn 
clue," Jackson said. "Yeah, I was born this way but I'm very 
spiritual and morally it's not right. I've made a very good 
lifestyle for myself but I want a kid , I want a house and I 
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want to get 
married. Isn 't 
that the 
American 
dream7 ... To 
meet a love 
in co llege, 
have a joint 
checking 
account, take 
vacations 
and watch 
your kids 
open up their toys on Christmas. I don 't have that and now 
that I'm infected I feel robbed. " 
Jackson said that if he were to get married, his being gay 
would no doubt be a hurdle, but he would like to father children 
to "see what my genes would produce." Although he feels short-
changed, j ackson thinks a lot of good has come out of his ordeal. 
"Me being infec ted has almost been a blessing," Jackson 
said . "One because it forced me to grow up and two because 
I'm out there on the front line. " 
To help figh t the spread of AIDS, j ackson got certified in 
HIV/AIDS counseling at the Cook County School of Nursing. 
According to jackson, being a counselor is often frustrating. 
"Now guess who's getting infected: the Latino community 
and African-American women and children ," Jackson said. 
"Guess who they're coming to for information and power -
the gay community. We've been fightin g and struggling fo r 
ten years, trying to tell them it's not only affecting us, so now 
we're tired of it. " 
j ackson also said that people need to help themselves before 
he can reach out to them. "A lot of young people think they're 
invincible. They say 'it won 't happen to me.' I think to myself, 
'You keep it up and you'll see what will happen ."' 
"I've been counseling a 16-year-old girl who found out she's 
HIV positive last year. She called me a few weeks ago at 4:00 a.m. 
and said she was pregnant. I hung up 
on her because she did not listen to all I 
told her. You have to draw the line 
somewhere." 
Like the girl who failed to heed 
Jackson's advice , he often disregards 
the advice of his doctors and some-
times refuses to show up to his weekly 
appointments. "Going to the clinic 
brings me down. It's very depressing 
to walk into a room and see people 
with their skin falling off, in wheel-
chairs or with those haunting coughs," 
j ackson said. "I sneak in the back 
door, go into a room and yell 'I'm 
herel' The clinic doesn 't open until 9 
a.m. but l'm there by 7:30 or 8 a.m. " 
Depression about his di sease and 
family also leads j ackson to turn to 
drugs and alcohol. "My doctor tells me 
that if l stay off drugs and alcohol and 
take my medication, I'll live a long 
time. l just have a thing for cocaine 
and champagne," jackson said. "Why 
should l do all the right things? Life gets kind of boring when 
you walk in the middle. I like being bad because it says I'm 
alive, I'm human." 
While j ackson said he will probab ly continue to do drugs, 
he realizes it is not a way out. "lt doesn't allow you to escape ," 
he said. 'The person you're trying to flee is who you are." 
j ackson acknowledged that the holiday season is always the 
toughest part of the year for him. 'Those are the loneliest 
times ," he said. "Last year I did around $4,000 worth of coke 
... How would you feel if you helped pay fo r your sister's house 
and you put your brother through college and nobody sends 
you a plate or a Christmas card7 I just indulge in what I 
shouldn't be doing to make myself feel better'' 
Although j ackson says he feels that he hasn't done anything 
wrong, he does worry about his legacy once he is gone. 
"I don 't want to be remembered as a faggot or a drug addict 
and l definitely don't want to be remembered as a faggot with a 
drug problem that died of AIDS," Jackson said . "I don't have 
hardly any T-cells so I know it's going to be any day. I know 
one day I just won't wake up or I'll go back in the hospital and 
won't come out." 
j ackson said setting long-term goals keeps his mind off his 
impending death. "I still have goals and dreams. I still want to 
go to Paris," he said. "That keeps me going." 
Returning to Columbia in 1992 has also kept him going. 
''I'm making a statement by being here because it's positive and 
it's what I want to do," j ackson said. "If I wipe my ass with my 
degree, that's what I want to do. Do something positive and use 
your brain. l have all these skills and if I never used them I would 
feel like crap. When you use them every day and you get an A in 
a class or ace a test it feels good. That's the best medicine." 
Ironically, jackson's doing what he wants has brought out 
jealousy in many people. "People look at me and say, 'l admire 
him, I hate him because he's doing his thing.' I go outside 
when it's raining and say 'yes it's raining!' l take my shoes and 
hat off and walk through the rain. They say I'm crazy - I'm 
not crazy. What's so bad about feeling good7" ~ 
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Mat of my life was SJD1l- trvingto avoid 
wetting thebed.If you wet the beG, y:ou were 
a sissx No one had ever told me that direcdv, but I 
knew, by the way my old man looked at me when fie had to 
get up and change the sheets, I knew it meant you were a baby You were a girl. 
As he carried the soiled sheets away 
from his body and flicked off my bed-
room light, l would watch him shake his 
head in disappointment, like the time he 
had found me playing with my older sis-
ter's dolls. He just kinda looked down at 
me with this frown and shook his head 
and that's when I knew what it meant to 
be a man in my family No crying, no 
bed-wetting, no playing with dolls. l 
thought about these little mantras a 
whole lot when l was seven or so, trying 
to avoid situations that might compro-
mise my budding manliness. Out of fear 
of ruining my masculinity, I wouldn't 
even wear make-up at Halloween. I'd 
been a hobo for the last three years. 
But that all changed the day I found 
out my grandpa, my dad's dad , had died. 
What I remember most about my grand-
pa was, like my dad , he was a real man. 
No crying, no bed-wetting, no playing-
with-dolls-kinda guy He was a big burly, 
red-faced man with silver hair who 
spoke loud whenever he wanted. He 
drove a big gray Cadillac that always 
smelled like cigars, and never forgot to 
slip me a dollar when we went over to 
visit. In my eyes, my grandpa was a 
giant, some sort of aging god, like john 
Wayne in all the cowboy movies he 
made me watch. Try to think of it in the 
strict Roman Catholic sense, which as an 
Italian family, all of us were, my grandpa, 
grandma, and dad somehow seemed to 
form a Holy Trinity of knowledge and 
wisdom, with my grandpa at the head. If 
my dad knew most everything, my 
grandpa knew it all. 
I stared at my grandpa with amaze-
ment most of the time, out of pure awe, 
and when I found out he had died, I 
didn't know how to feel. Sure l loved 
him. He was my grandpa. Every kid 
loves his grandparents. He once took me 
to a Cubs game and called Pete Rose a 
bastard because he wouldn't sign an 
autograph for me. How could you not 
love someone like that? I don't remem-
ber crying when l found out, but I know 
I felt sad , I felt like all my favorite car-
toons had been canceled and replaced 
with the emergency broadcasting test, 
which incidentally, used to send me into 
catastrophic fits. I remember my mom 
waking me up one morning and JUSt 
blurting it out. She never liked her 
in-laws, it was easy to pick up on, and I 
just kinda sat there in bed , wondering 
how to feel. lt had all been sudden. Or 
maybe just to me. My parents probably 
had known about his inoperable cancer 
for awhile and had maybe hoped for the 
best. I think when I found out I wanted 
to cry, so my mom knew I was sad, but I 
couldn't, I had conditioned myself not to 
cry by biting the inside of my cheek. It 
worked most of the time, except when 
E.T. died, I started crying right there in 
the theater, but got hold of myself before 
anyone noticed. I'm not saying I loved 
E.T. more than my grandpa, it 's just easi-
er to have feelings in the dark. 
Over the next few days, my mom and 
dad were busy making funeral arrange-
ments with the other members of our 
huge extended family, arguing over 
funeral homes and churches, and his 
final resting place. It seems there was a 
point of controversy with how it was my 
grandpa was to buried, my dad wanted 
to bury him in the ground like any nor-
mal person, but my grandma insisted on 
buying space in a mausoleum. Dad was-
n't happy dropping his old man in a 
goddamn drawer. It wasn't natural , he 
said. I knew what it meant. It meant real 
men get buried in the ground , like john 
Wayne, not dumped in a drawer like a 
girlie. Still , my grandma had her way 
The day of the wake arrived, my 
mother had borrowed a horrible, blue 
polyester suit for me from my older 
cousin, Gino , who was a year older and 
fifty pounds heavier, the suit hung on 
me like a thick blue curtain or sai l. No 
one realized I had never actually been to 
a wake before, my parents were still too 
busy with all the arrangements, that 
when the day arrived and we all headed 
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to the funeral home, no one asked me 
how I might feel about seeing a real-life 
corpse, and not JUSt a corpse, but my 
grandpa's. To tell you the truth, I was a 
little scared, I was a little nervous, but 
mostly I was kinda excited. Go figure. 
We stepped into the funeral parlor, 
then into the room they had prepared for 
my grandpa , 1 remember it smelling like 
my great-aunt Carmen, who smiled sadly 
as we walked in. The whole room was 
filled with people, mostly family, all my 
dad's brothers and sisters and their hus-
bands and wives and children, they all 
sat quietly in a line, waiting to pay their 
final respects to my grandpa, who lay in 
his coffin, which was hidden from my 
view by the quiet onlookers. My parents 
drifted off to ta lk to my grandma and, 
taken by keen interest in all forms of 
gore, from the insides of bugs to kissing 
girls with cooties, I stepped into line to 
look into the huge wooden box. As I got 
closer in line, I noticed the rows of big, 
yellow flowers, the rack of cards and 
candles, and the awful murmur of voices 
as people consoled one another. I didn't 
care about any of that. I wanted to see 
the body Like all little boys, I had been a 
fan of Dracula and the Wolf Man and 
Frankenstein, I had seen a slew of dead 
bodies on TV and the movies, by the 
daylight anyway, and nothing mattered 
much to me except seeing the corpse. I 
didn't care about death or being sad. I 
was so taken by ghastly curiosity, by a 
seven year-old's inquisitiveness, that I 
nearly forgot where I was and why l was 
there. I knelt on the shiny, blue, padded 
kneeler and stared at my grandpa's face, 
shadowed by the great wooden coffin. 
His head was all spotted brown and 
shiny, it looked like it had been covered 
in wax. It was thick, too , like when glue 
dries on you r fingertips. I tried to close 
my eyes to pray, I really did, but once I 
starting staring at his face, I couldn't 
look away All that television, all the 
movies I'd seen, he didn't look like any 
of them. He was all hollow about his 
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face, his eyes looked like they had been 
forced closed, they were wrinkly like 
Oattened-out raisins and I looked down 
across his big broad Roman nose and it 
glimmered with the same oily residue. 
His hairs had been trimmed, even the 
great gray tufts of hair which used to 
frighten me, had been yanked from his 
enormous, Oat ears, and as I looked 
down to his mouth, I nearly burst with 
shock and confusion. Painted on like a 
ten-cent whore, my Boppie was wearing 
lipstick. Goddamn lipstick. It was all so 
wrong. l shook my head as my little 
round eyes swelled with tears. My big 
great aunt Carmen patted me on my 
back, someone else whispered some 
soothing words in my ear, I didn't care 
what they said , I didn't care that he was 
gone so much now, he was wearing god-
damn lipstick! I gripped the powder-blue 
kneeler with my tiny fingers out of anger 
and confusion, staring at his horrible 
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pink mouth as my dad tried to pull me 
away I was really crying now, maybe 
bawling even, I was making a goddamn 
scene, right in front of the coffin , every-
one was staring at me , as l clawed for 
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the kneeler, losing my grip. I wanted to 
take the sleeve of my oversized blue 
polyester suit and wipe that pinkness 
clear off my grandpa's face before anyone 
else saw. Because l knew what it meant. 
I'd been around the playground, I'd 
heard stories. l knewl My grandpa was a 
sissy! Or a homol! And I wasn't even 
sure what a homo was l I knew it was 
really awful though , Billy Murphy had 
called Sean Gallagher "homo," which led 
them to fight after school. Twenty 
third-graders spiraled around the two 
boys, like sharks around a great dead 
chub, looking for some of the same 
blood they had seen on Starsky and 
Hutch , as Sean and Billy spat more 
words at each other, like "queer" and 
"wussy," eyeing each other, not really 
knowing what the insults meant, but 
knowing each word perfectly fit the way 
they fe lt , full of hate and fear, pre-adoles-
cent aggression and most of all, igno-
ranee. Sean popped Billy Murphy right 
in the nose before Ms. Chromik, the 
manly, somewhat questionable gym 
teacher, broke it all up. So I didn't quite 
know what the lipstick meant. My 
grandfather was no homo. Somehow I 
was sure of that. But I knew that lipstick 
put my grandpa's manliness right in 
question. The same man who spat and 
swore and pinched waitresses on their 
butts, the same man who took me to 
Cubs games and taught me to fire a rifle, 
this same man now looked like the worst 
kind of sissy there could have ever been. 
Big blue tears poured out of my eyes 
as my father yanked me free from the 
kneeler and dragged me outside into 
the lobby, where my cousin Gino was 
filling his corpulent face with all sorts 
of buffet pastries and cookies. My father 
sat me down beside my cousin and 
jammed a finger sandwich into my face. 
It was a typical reaction in my family to 
any sort of crisis, to stave the pain or 
guilt or humiliation off with a plate of 
lasagna or some raspberry tarts, it 
explained a lot about my grandpa's 
death, things I couldn't yet understand. 
I began to calm down, swallowing the 
sandwich, as my dad returned inside 
the parlor. Gino mumbled to himself, 
still filling himself, completely unaware 
of our grandpa's horrible secret, he 
stuffed some sort of powdered cake into 
his mouth, giggling with delight. I 
turned to him, full of contempt. 
"Don't you know?" I asked, as Gino 
forced another slice of pie inside. 
"What7" he mumbled. 
"About grandpa?" 
"What7" 
"About the ... " I motioned to my lips. 
"What7" He swallowed slowly, wiping 
some sugar from his mouth. "About 
what7" 
"Didn't you see him?" I asked. 
"My mom says I don't have to. She 
says I can sit out here and eat." 
"But didn't you look at him7" 
"My mom says it'll gimme nightmares 
and she don't wanna clean up the bed 
tonight after all this. " He shoved a cup-
cake into his mouth. Besides being a lit-
tle overweight, my cousin, Gino, was 
probably referred to more than once as a 
"sissy. " He was an only child, and was 
known to have peed on himself at most 
every family function. And this kid was 
eight. He couldn't go to the bathroom 
alone, either. His mom had to take him. 
To the goddamn bathroom. He was 
a1l CM?ragliq. .. 
at my grandpa, 
at the fuct tnat 
rehrl~ 
a\\h±hahnn 
of losers and 
circus freaks." 
afraid a snake or bug or something 
might leap up from the toilet and pull 
him down. Like he could have fit. He 
was a year older than me and bigger, 
too, but I still felt sorry fo r him. My 
older cousins usually picked on him, or 
called him "fatty" or "wuss-boy" and not 
being to pee by himself, well , as a young 
man, that was probably the greatest joy 
of my life, I couldn't imagine not being 
able to sit in the bathroom and take 
aim, I was a kid who singularly loved 
the privacy and urinary control the 
bathroom provided. 
Then the thought hit me. Maybe 
since my grandpa was a sissy, we were 
all sissies . He had died of cancer and 
now everyone in the whole family was 
worried about dying of cancer, when 
maybe they should really worry about 
being wusses. And there was my cousin, 
Gino, prime example of the sort of 
mishap genetic losers my family was, 
and nobody seemed to notice. It was 
upsetting to say the least. I could feel 
myself get angry all over again, not just 
at the people who had painted my 
grandpa up like that, but at my grandpa, 
at the fact that he had spawned a whole 
brethren of losers and circus freaks. I 
wasn't afraid of catching cancer. I was 
afraid of ending up dead with lipstick 
on my mouth like a girl. I was afraid 
Billy Murphy might show up at my 
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funeral and see me painted up like a 
sissy and everyone in the world would 
find out the horrible truth. 
I stormed back into the parlor, deter-
mined to do something about it. Most of 
the family had left, a few of my aunts 
and uncles were still there, talking, 
whispering to my grandma, she was still 
crying, my dad, the oldest of all my 
grandpa's children was just sitting there, 
standing beside the coffin. He was all 
sad-looking and quiet, JUSt standing 
there by himself. I never really saw him 
like that before, like he might cry. I 
mean, I had never really seen him cry 
before, my dad would never let himself 
cry, he knew the difference between boys 
and girls, but I was sad to see him like 
that. I knew how he felt, embarrassed, 
angry, I thought about how I might feel 
if everyone in the world saw my old 
man dressed up like a girl. I thought I'd 
feel pretty crummy if everyone saw him 
like that. I walked up the aisle and 
stared into my dad's eyes. They looked 
watery. Not tears, I was sure, but maybe 
just some water, like some dust in them, 
but someone who didn't know my dad 
might think he was about to cry, they 
might get the wrong idea, and that 
musta' made me sad, too, because I felt 
like crying, and put my hand inside his. 
He kinda smiled, like it hurt, and stared 
down at his dad's face. He wiped my 
tears with his big finger, then we knelt 
in front of the coffin, we just sat there, 
all quiet and still, and I suddenly real-
ized something about my old man and 
my grandpa and the difference between 
being a man and being a sissy. My dad 
wasn't ever really embarrassed of me if I 
cried, and I was a boy, I was sure of that, 
he never called me a sissy, and my dad 
knew a lot, and whenever I cried, he just 
sorta patted my head, he still acted like 
he liked me, he never told me that I 
wasn't good enough to be his son 
because I was a sissy. No matter how 
many times I cried, or got scared, or wet 
the bed, even the one time he found me 
playin' with my older sister's dolls, my 
dad still loved me. Maybe he didn't say 
it so much, or maybe he just didn't 
know how, but sitting right there, with 
my hand inside my dad's, I realized if 
you love somebody, and not in the icky 
girl way, you gotta love them for who 
they are, if you don't approve or can't 
understand, all you can do is accept 
people the way they are, even your 
cousin Gino, who still wets the bed. ~ 
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T9ke me horne, courttty .. road The sme~ of hay 
and lthe Si.~tit of 
continued from page 17 
slips, making me crack my 
cold knuckles against the jug 
fins. I think to myself that I 
have some of my most plea-
sant moments hunched over 
turning bolts, and a rush of 
satisfaction makes me glad 
when l rea lize that it's all 
holding together pretty well. 
She fires on the third kick 
and l roar off down the road. 
This ride is going to be a 
piece of cake. 
"Lizewskil Lizewski, 
you're up! " 1 jumped up to a 
sitting position on the steel 
bench that served as a bed. 
My mouth fe lt like a shoe 
and the side my face had the 
impression of tire treads from 
the boot I used as a make-
shift pillow. l looked around 
at the dull walls, the stainless 
steel commode two feet in 
front of me and finally the 
bars. "Ah shit," I mumbled as 
the previous evening became 
nauseatingly clear: Howie's 
bar, sister in back of truck , 
I :think ~o myse1f 
thqti 
have some of JnY 
mo~ JP1easaHt 
momeHts hunched 
ov~r ~rHil1~ bolts. 
and a .. rush of 
satrisfac;tion JT19kes 
me -~1ad when I 
.. realize lthqt ··:rrs a~ 
ho1din~ Ito~~& 
jp.r~y we~. 
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lights, handcuffs. I ignored 
the miniature powdered 
doughnut (wrapped in plas-
tic) and the small Styrofoam 
cup that sat inches away out-
side the cell . 
l followed the lumbering 
cop down the concrete and 
steel corridor outside and 
into a waiting squad car. The 
sun was excruciatingly bright 
as he pushed my head down 
to keep it from hitting the 
roof of the cruiser. The 
inside smelled of the two 
others being transported, but 
besides the odoriferous 
exchange we didn't share 
much , and not two minutes 
passed before we were taken 
out of the car and into the 
courthouse. 
Inside the courtroom and 
seated in a row with l 0 
other people with cases to be 
heard, I spied my sister and 
niece in the audience. They 
were smiling and gesturing 
as if I were a contestant on 
"The Price Is Right. " 
Discomfort got the best of 
me so I raised my hand in 
the di rection of the bailiff, 
signaling him over. "I gotta 
take a pee ," I explained. He 
escorted me to the washroom 
and kept a relaxed vigil 
behind me at the urinal. 
"Drunk driving?" he asked. 
nodded and shook. "Plead 
not guilty," he said . "They' ll 
reduce it to impaired." And 
at that, he led me back to 
the gallows. My name was 
called shortly after and as I 
approached the bench, my 
stomach rumbled loudly. 
"Mr. Lizewski , you are 
charged with operating a 
vehicle under the influence 
of alcohol and reckless dri-
ving. How do you plead7 " 
"Not guilty, Your Honor. " 
Just as I was told to say. 
"You will be notified to 
the date and time of your 
sentencing. The bail is set at 
freshlY fa~en 
1eaves do nQt lt9ke 
my ~entrion away 
from the famqi~r 
b1a~k and otan~e 
1o~o of a li~r1ey­
DaV.idson dea1~rsti~ 
~ ahead. 
$1,000. Pay the cashier." 
And with that , l met my sis-
ter outside. It was early after-
noon and the leaves were 
changing. We spent the rest 
of the day drinking, all the 
while retelling our versions 
of what happened. 
The smell of hay and the 
sight of freshly fallen leaves 
do not take my attention 
away from the familiar black 
and orange logo of a Harley-
Davidson dealership up 
ahead. I have to show off. 
see, in the parking lot, a 
group of riders gathered 
around a shiny new 
Evolution- pointing atten-
tion here and there at differ-
ent parts. My bike's straight 
pipes demand their attention 
and they watch me bounce 
up the pockmarked gravel 
drive . After I turn off the 
ignition, she lets out a few 
more chugs and starts in with 
the sounds of pings and ticks 
that only hot aluminum 
heads can make. "How ya' 
doin '7" I ask as I dismount. 
"New bike7" I ask the older 
gentleman , who smiles up at 
me. "Yeah ," he says. "Just 
took delivery toda~y. That's 
quite a pan you got there. " 
"Thanks," I say. "I just put it 
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together. Maiden voyage." 
The attention turns back to 
his new ride while I walk a 
circle around my own, 
checking for oil leaks. I 
notice that the new chain I 
put on before I left has 
stretched a bit and l get 
down to business. As I work, 
I keep a light conversation 
going - proudly answering 
questions about the scoot's 
many tricked-out features. I 
wrap up the tools, put them 
in the bag and say my good-
byes - wishing the old man 
a good ride on his brand new 
joy. I start mine up and roll 
slowly back down to the 
highway, where I twist the 
throttle and blast away. lt 
isn 't long, however, before 
the bike starts swaying vio-
lently from side to side. The 
more pressure I put on the 
brakes, the harder it is to 
keep control and pull to the 
side of the road. Once safely 
in control of the bike and my 
bladder, I check the back 
wheel to discover that, with 
all the showing off I was 
doing, I forgot to tighten the 
axle. As I tighten the large 
nut on the shaft, I think of 
how stupid it was and that 
all the elements of a serious 
crash and burn were re-
presented. Double checking 
everything I can think of, I 
get back on the highway feel-
ing pretty lucky, and I vow to 
never do that again. 
I used to go to the Robin 
Hood Inn all the time as a 
kid, so when I rode down the 
dark Detroit street and saw 
the sign, my bike just turned 
into the lot on its own. I 
rumbled up to the tavern's 
door, pulling right next to a 
fu lly dressed bagger with its 
rider lounging back on the 
seat. As he rested his head 
against the rear touring com-
partment, he looked over and 
l saw that he was talking on a 
cellular phone that only half 
covered a gaping scar that ran 
diagonally from his temple to 
the edge of his bottom lip . I 
later found out that he had 
lost control of his bike, and 
his face took a slide across a 
telephone pole support cable. 
Being respectful , I quickly 
shut the bike down and 
locked my rear wheel with a 
Kryptonite lock. Once inside 
the dive, I scoped out the 
other characters and hun-
kered down for a few cold 
ones. Two beers and a couple 
of war stories later I checked 
my jacket for wallet, ciga-
rettes and keys and headed 
for the door thinking of 
where I was going next. 
My heart dropped like a 
CHA elevator when I saw the 
empty space where my bike 
had been. I looked around 
and stomped back into the 
bar. "Who the fuck owns this 
hole' " I yelled. Scarface 
looked up from his pool 
game and I noticed the 
Renegades patch on his 
leather. Not missing a beat I 
walked over to him. "I want 
my fucking bike and I don't 
give a fuck if I have to blow 
this place up! " I emphatically 
explained. "I got nothing to 
lose now'" But what I was 
really thinking was, how 
much cash are these mother 
fu ckers gonna get me for. 
This ransom is a common 
happening in the club world , 
but if you don't call them on 
it you will never see your 
scoot again. I've seen it hap-
pen to the best of them and I 
guess It was my turn - wear 
a dress and walk in back-
wards. "Slow down man. I'll 
get my people on it ," he told 
me as he took out his cell 
phone. "In-fucking-tact," I 
added, knowing that parts 
are a hot commodity. I almost 
believed he didn't have any-
thing to do with it when we 
sat down to feel each other 
out, but this was no time to 
show weakness . He gave me 
a number to call and 
explained that there was 
nothing he could do that 
night but he could find it in 
the morning. I used his 
phone to make a few calls to 
Chicago and Milwaukee, let-
ting him know that I had a 
few brothers of my own that 
would turn some favors if I 
got fucked too bad. If a club 
stole my bike, I knew I 
would find it. 
The next day was a night-
mare of phone calls and 
negotiations, with Scarface 
acting as mediator. Finally, at 
2 o'clock in the afternoon , I 
got a call with the good news 
that he found my bike; but 
"They," he said, "and you 're 
not gonna' like this, want 
$1,500'' Three more calls 
and I had it down to an even 
grand and a place to meet. At 
midnight that evening, 
almost an exact 24 hours 
after being snatched , I had 
my 1954 Harley back. Since I 
didn't have a way back to the 
bar where the pan was taken 
and now was left , Scarface 
whee1 ,to discover 
,thqt. w\th an ~e 
showin~ off I was 
doin~. I for~qt ,to 
rt~ttten ,the ax1e. 
As I ,tt~ttten ,the 
1~r-~e mt on ,the 
shaft. I ,think of 
how ~id ··: \t was 
and ,thqt an ,the 
e1e.meHts of a 
serious c;:rash and 
b4rn were 
.h$.reseHted. 
arranged a ride to pick me 
up (what a business). 
Outside of the Robin 
Hood Inn was a line of at 
least 15 Harleys, with bikers 
partying all around. And 
there, 20 feet from where I 
last saw it , sat my beautiful 
chrome machine. I checked 
her over thoroughly, making 
very sure everything was 
accounted for. A busted 
clutch lever was the extent of 
the damage and as I pre-
pared to leave, a few of the 
riders apologized for what 
happened and offered to buy 
me a beer. A biker by the 
name of Booger (easy to pick 
up - hard to put down) 
brought me out a brew and 
helped me rig the clutch 
lever to at least get me home. 
"Stickin' around for a few 
more, little brother?" Booger 
asked. "No," I said. "I really 
gotta go ." 
I can feel it already. I'm 
almost to the Illinois border 
and 1 see the factories that 
are Gary, Ind. The rain isn't 
too bad, but I begin to feel a 
li ttle cold and a brandy 
would certainly hit the spot. 
Up ahead is an Old Style sign 
and I decide that this must 
be the place. A few heads 
peek out the neon-lit window 
and they give me the thumbs 
up as I smile back. I realize 
that I must look like a speck-
led trout with all the mud 
that splattered up from my 
fenderless front wheel. I walk 
in the tavern and am greeted 
by a dozen friendly faces that 
seem genuinely glad to see 
me. The conversation is 
everywhere and the old guys 
have me in stitches, telling 
me motorcycle stories of their 
youth. They have a big 
chuckle at my story and 
laugh harder every time I 
look out the window to 
check on my scooter. A cou-
ple of brandies on the house 
does the trick and I thank 
them all for the hospitality 
on my way down the cement 
block steps. I can see them 
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~Side of ~e 
Robin liood Inn was 
a 1ine of qt 1ea~ 
15 li~r1eys. w\th 
b\kers JP~rtY.in~ 
an ~round. And 
~ere. 2N fe~ 
from where I 1a~ 
saw ·:\t. sqt JnY 
be~ifu1 cttome 
machine. 
all gathered around the small 
window waiting to hear the 
old FL fire up , and I carefully 
go through the starting rou-
tine, hoping the bad panhead 
hits on the first kick. She 
fires instantly and I can still 
see the crowd smiling and 
laughing as I wave good-bye. 
I'm home in Chicago, 
stretching my tired back in 
front of Miller's Packaged 
Goods, surprised at the lack 
of excitement I feel. As I 
stand , my legs have the sen-
sation of having just gotten 
off a boat as they try to shift 
my weight evenly on solid 
ground. It seems as if I never 
left and no time has elapsed. 
After untying my saddle 
bags, I throw them over my 
shoulder and push open the 
worn, swinging doors of the 
tavern . I immediately spot 
my good friend at the end of 
the oak and Formica bar. 
"Where you been, babel Get 
a beer. I got it ," he says. I fish 
inside the bag for a dry shirt 
while I rattle off a few words 
about the ride and how good 
the bike ran. I feel a plastic 
bottle inside and take it out. 
"St. Louis the King Holy 
Water" reads the label. 
Thanks, rna. ® 
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Funky maverick Wild Chicago they don't want their com-
petitors to see." 
continued from page 29 
chance it'll wind up here." 
And hey, don't we all wonder? 
A plant employee tells the 
lanky and somewhat boyish 
Clinger, "The minute you tell 
people they can't flush their 
toilets, they're not going to 
put up with that." 
'Total chaos," adds 
Clinger. 
Viewers learn the plant 
covers 600 acres, can treat 
1.2 billion gallons a day and 
operates four locomotives 
and 100 railroad cars for 
hauling sludge. "It's the 
largest in the world," 
Moshman says. 'They do 
things there that no one else 
can do, and more of it than 
anyone else ... I love doing 
things that [cause] people to 
say, 'Gee, I didn't know that. "' 
Moshman selects subjects 
by finding two things that 
have nothing in common. 
One show featured a French 
restaurant that a gourmet chef 
had opened in a bowling 
alley. "The food was terrific ," 
says Moshman, "and the 
interesting thing was that 
people who came to eat at the 
restaurant often stayed to 
bowl a few games." 
Another frequent subj ect 
is unusual collections. 
"Wild Chicago" found a 
man who co llects awards 
and medals that were pre-
sented to other people; 
another who estimates that 
the cost of his cereal box 
collection is between 
$5,000 and $6,000; and a 
married couple who collects 
old appliances. 
Originally, the wife wanted 
some appliances from the 
1940s to decorate her 
kitchen. Her husband got car-
ried away with the idea and, 
in three years, filled the 
house from basement to attic 
with a couple hundred toast-
ers and dozens of blenders, 
fans, ice crushers, lawn mow-
ers, outboard motors, televi-
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sions and waffle makers. 
Clinger, whose face often 
wears an expression of 
open-mouthed wonder, 
describes the scene as "a cor-
nucopia of chrome." 
At the end of each piece, 
the host asks the person 
being interviewed how view-
"It's an anomaly when 
someone doesn't want peo-
ple to contact them," 
Moshman says. 
One such case was the 
House of Whacks. Moshman 
received a very nice hand-
written letter from a woman 
who thought "Wild Chicago" 
might be interested in report-
"I like boots. I like to polish 
boots," says one customer as 
he proceeds to lick clean the 
boots of "Wild Chicago" 
guest correspondent Keith 
Van Horne, former Chicago 
Bears offensive tackle. 
ers can get more information. 
Most of the interviewees are 
grateful for the publicity. As 
correspondent Brad Perry 
says, "The collectors do want 
to find each other, people 
who are like them, who are 
interested in the same thing 
they are." 
There are some exceptions, 
though. One company that 
refused the show's request to 
videotape its factory was the 
Lyon and Healy Harp Co. 
Moshman was given a tour of 
the company and found it 
fascinating. "You see a big 
chunk of raw wood go in one 
door and then this beautifully 
crafted and gilded stringed 
instrument comes out the 
other door." 
He thought it would make 
a good piece for "Wild 
Chicago" because people tend 
to like processes. "But the 
owners were not interested in 
being on television. " 
Moshman supposes, "It 
could be that there is some 
proprietary information that 
ing on her daughter's shop 
that sold clothes imported 
from Europe. Only at the end 
of the letter did the mother 
mention that the clothes were 
all made of latex or leather. 
Moshman contacted the 
mother, who gave him her 
daughter's telephone num-
ber. The daughter was reluc-
tant to have her store, House 
of Whacks, featured on the 
show. "We worked on it for 
a while," Moshman says. 
When the owner finally 
agreed to let the show film 
her latex and leather empo-
rium, Moshman says, it was 
under the condition that the 
store's location remain 
undisclosed. 
On the day they taped, 
more than a dozen customers 
were on hand modeling the 
fashions. The owner may 
have wanted to protect her 
business from curious gawk-
ers, but the customers were 
willing to expose their fetishes 
to the television audience. "I 
like boots. I like to lick boots. 
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I like to polish boots," said 
one customer as he proceed-
ed to lick clean the boots of 
"Wild Chicago" guest corre-
spondent and former Chicago 
Bear offensive tackle Keith 
Van Horne. 
At the end of the show, 
when Van Horne asked how 
the audience could get more 
information about the shop, 
the owner said, "If they can't 
find it, they don't belong 
there." Based on the ratings 
and the audience response, it 
is one of the most popular 
pieces they have done. 
Viewers are given a num-
ber to call for WTTW's inter-
active telephone service at the 
end of each show. They can 
inquire about or respond to 
any of the subjects featured. 
Moshman can judge how 
popular a segment is by the 
number of "hits" it gets on 
the telephone line. 
"One of the best parts of 
the job is Monday, [when you 
realize] how many people 
watch the show," Perry says. 
"People come up to you and 
ask, 'Do you have the number 
for the polka place?'" (refer-
ring to a segment when Perry 
visited a hall where on 
Tuesday mornings, senior citi-
zens got together to polka 
their way to good health) 
Another segment that 
generated a lot of interest 
was about the R2 Re-Use 
Center, an enormous ware-
house filled with used goods 
such as furniture, man-
nequins and appliances . 
Afte r that piece aired , Perry 
says all kinds of people, from 
"little old ladies to kids" kept 
asking him, "How can I get 
to that place?" 
Moshman says that the 
audience response to the 
used goods warehouse seg-
ment is proof that people are 
constantly searching for bar-
gains. "There was something 
like 100 hits in an hour," for 
that segment. 
Moshman would like to do 
more shows but says the bud-
get is limited, and he can 
afford to do only 13 new 
shows every season. 
"I have been with the 
show since the first day, and I 
have seen it progress from the 
show that no one had heard 
of to the show that most peo-
ple associate with our local 
production effort," says 
Moshman. 
But in spite of increased 
recognition, "Wild Chicago" 
is at the low end of WTTW's 
totem pole. Because the sta-
tion has been successful in 
leasing the studio and techni-
cians to outside clients, its 
facilities are less available for 
local productions. "It's a mat-
ter of economics," Moshman 
says. "An outside client may 
come in waving big money, 
but he needs the entire avail-
able labor. " 
Consequently, Moshman is 
assigned about 50 days a year 
to shoot the show. Taping 
begins in mid- to late June. 
Moshman says, "It gets pretty 
heavy in July and August 
and, generally, by the end of 
September, the videotape is 
all shot." 
Last year was an exception 
because, while taping a seg-
ment, Clinger encountered a 
rolling fence that left him 
with a couple of broken fin-
gers and delayed his shooting 
schedule. Although he had to 
be taken to the hospital, they 
were still able to use some of 
that videotape. "We don't 
have the luxury of wasting a 
day's taping." When the cam-
eraman, host and producer 
cover a piece, "we know we 
have to find a way to make 
this thing work," Moshman 
says . "Of the hundred or so 
pieces they shoot, only one or 
two don't air. " 
Before a taping is sched-
uled, Moshman checks out 
each site himself. He looks 
for "the technical aspects as 
well as how the people talk 
and how they come off on 
camera." The failure rate 
would be much higher if the 
site was not previously visit-
ed, Moshman says. 
Although the show has a 
spontaneous and unrehearsed 
look, shooting times are 
arranged in advance, because 
Moshman needs to ensure 
that what or who he wants to 
see is available. "We couldn 't 
accomplish all we need to do 
if we relied on serendipity 
and luck." 
They spend about an hour 
and a half at a shoot to get 
the three minutes that will 
air. The cameraman is 
encouraged to wander around 
and shoot anything that he 
finds interesting, even while 
the subj ect is being inter-
viewed. Sometimes during 
the editing of the tape, Perry 
says he will see something 
totally different , something he 
did not notice while he was 
on the shoot. 'Tll have to ask, 
Where was that?" 
Perry does not expect to 
be on camera always because 
"we want to focus on what 
the story is about. The show 
is not correspondent-driven." 
'Television is the ultimate 
collaborative medium," 
Moshman says. "There is 
nothing you can do yourself." 
Although he has a job that 
allows him to explore what-
ever he is curious about, 
Moshman says what he likes 
best about his work is that it 
is extremely gratifying. 
"People who like the show 
tend to like it a lot," he says. 
He has heard of people whose 
fortunes have changed after 
being on the show. Some of 
their stories are touching. 
After the segment on the 
senior citizen polka group 
aired, one of the members of 
the band, the Pensionaires, 
died. A family member con-
tacted Moshman to tell him 
how much it meant fo r the 
family to have the videotape 
of him. 
"It's a very personal and 
wonderful thing when people 
write me. You know that you 
touched people." ~ 
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continued from page 31 
someone disagreed. They may reply, 
"Ooooooohhhh ... that clears it all up. " If 
you must counter-flame, my advice is to 
send them a private e-mail stating, 
"That's what YOU think! " 
A third-degree flame entertains if you 
don't mind taking the time to read it. 
Remember these - they may come in 
handy. 
For example: this e-mail no verb 
incorrectsp acingis har dtorea disn't it . 
(incorrect spacing is hard to read isn't it) 
Do you have dain bramage' (brain dam-
age)- OK that has potential to be a first-
degree if I really think about it, but since I'm 
dain bread I won't. 
indirect flames 
Everyone has a piece of advice for a 
newbie, be it good or a load of bull 
from someone having fun with you. 
Don't believe anything until you've 
investigated it. Failing to do so will 
turn you into hazer bait. 
Do not confuse hazers with those 
who throw flames . Newbie hazers will 
be your friend and knowingly fill you 
with so much incorrect information, 
you may be scarred for life. Here's an 
example of a newbie hazer lurking in a 
newbie chatroom , waiting for the 
opportunity to pounce. 
Newbie : Can I use the Internet for 
bulk mai\7 
Hazer: Sure! People don't get 
enough e-mail these days. The other 
day, while sorting through 330 mes-
sages, I thought , "I don't get enough 
mail. " Sometimes I go as long as five 
minutes without getting any mail. I 
sure do feel lonely then. People love to 
be put on a mailing list without being 
notified. Why not use mailing lists to 
promote your business' 
t o f I a mte of r:l n o t o arne 
Ask yourself three questions before 
flaming: l) Would you say it to the 
person 's facet 2) Would you like it if 
someone sent it to you7 3) How impor-
tant is the remark in the real scheme of 
things' 
You would say it to the person's 
face . You wouldn't care if someone sent 
it to you. And it is important to your 
mission in life. If someone hits you 
hard and getting over it is not an 
option, you must act. E-mail newbie 
friends, or buddies in the newsgroups , 
with the address of the flame thrower. 
Boy, won't he/she be sorry to receive 
fireballs from hundreds of newbies . If 
you flame often, consider creating a 
template. 
This tactic will help you complete 
the mission. Remember, the Internet is 
not a highway with drivers zooming 
around - it's a jungle , a world with 
seemingly unendin g space fashioned 
with makeshift roads (most with pot-
holes) and privately owned and operat-
ed bridges that back up traffic and turn 
a simple trip into an aggravating voy-
age. Occasionally, all hell breaks loose 
and wars erupt between the two tribes 
(newbies and old timers) as they seek 
to expose unseen treasures. Use the 
implements of war learned here to help 
you survive in this animalistic world 
and complete the mission of conquer-
ing the 'Net. C!t 
What are they and do 
we need them! They are, 
well, smileys, created 
with a variation of punc-
tuation, letters and num-
bers to create an expres-
sion to back up what 
you are, or are not, try-
ing to say. 
smileys :) out smileys. You would 
not see a message that 
read, "Grain prices went 
up three cents per 
bushel. :D" 
For example. This arti-
cle is great. : D (tum your 
head to the left to reveal a 
great big smiley face). 
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This article is great. 
:<> (this one is yawning, 
thus giving the sentence a 
sarcastic tone). 
Didn't our forefathers 
communicate with words 
absent of gestures and 
facial expressions? The 
users of the telegraph 
managed JUSt fine with-
People said what they 
meant and meant what 
they said. Maybe that's an 
art form we all should 
spend more time on, 
instead of creating goofy 
faces which pollute our 
screens. 
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Shmetiquette: If you receive 
a flame it's because you ... 
Netiquette: When you 
should have 
1. Insulted someone. 
1. Remembered an actual 
human being is going to read 
your message. Be careful when 
using sarcasm and humor. A 
joke may be viewed as criticism. 
2. Used enormous signa-
tures. 
2. Stuck to the facts: name, 
position, and URL. 
3. Posted tables, statistics or 
texts. 
3 . Told everybody where to 
find it. 
4 . Sent repeated messages 
unsure if your mail worked. 
4 . Only sent it once. Only 
sent it once. 
S. Replied to a seven-page 
e-mail to say "cool. " 
S. Only replied with input, 
or questions which benefit the 
conversation. 
6. Failed to cite a source. 
6. Respected 
copyright/license agreements . 
7. Sent a long message. 
7. AWP (abbreviated when 
possible). 
8. Were repetitive . 
8. Don't be redundant; don't 
use more words than necessary; 
it's highly excessive. 
9 . Swore. 
9 . Swearing sucks! 
10. Gave unreliable infor-
mation. 
10. Exaggeration is a billion 
times worse than understate-
ment. 
1 & cret 
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continued from page 31 
weaved his way through the wild and 
wacky questions, ranging from favorite 
panty color to the weirdest place anyone 
had made love . I sat back and chuckled 
as he attempted to keep the steady string 
of raunchy propositions posed by the 
horny males to a minimum by playing 
some kind of online dice game, similar 
to craps, with the unwilling 
question-answerers. At one point, he 
even pretended to serve everyone gua-
camole, chips and beer served in tiny 
computer-generated mugs ( )c( )c ( )c. 
All of this on a computer screen. You 
see, that is how it is in the world of 
Internet chat rooms. Pretend, play along 
or sign off. 
As the AOL guides monitored various 
chat rooms throughout a three-hour shift, I 
popped in and out of each room. Mike 
entered rooms ranging in topics from the 
timid ("Wife Dresses Too Sexy") to the sim-
ply bizarre ("Hairy Women"). Mike 
remained diplomatic yet firm, even faced 
with a slew of sauced-out chatters or 
underaged kids testing out recently learned 
strings of obscenities. The conversation 
was lively and I watched the screen and 
the words scroll as he broke up fights and 
helped new onliners with a perkiness that 
would put Sherry Lewis and Lamb Chop 
to shame. During his shift, 1 was able to 
send him one-on-one "instant messages," 
so as not to break the fl ow of the chat. At 
one point, 1 asked him what was with the 
schizoid-personality change. "Well," he 
answered, "AOL wants a uniform personal-
ity for the guides. Perky and chipper is the 
name of the game. Hey, check out my 
online profile if you want sickening'' So 1 
did. And he was right. 
Occupation: The Mad Hatter 
Hobbies: Puttin' on my top hat, tyin' up 
my white tie, dustin' off my tails!" 
Computer Used: ot sure, but I have a 
dormouse for pointing. 
Favorite quote: "Up above the world 
you fly, like a teatray in the sky" 
I decided to check out some other 
guide profiles to see if they were equally as 
nauseating. Guess what? They were worse. 
Guide RBT listed her hobbies as "Hop pin' 
'round AOL. " Guide ZJ warned us, "If you 
throw pies at me, make sure they are 
banana cream : P" (readers, to see the com-
puter-generated face, turn your head to the 
left; the colon dots are the eyes and the P is 
the mouth). Guide MAO (pronounced 
'mayo') listed his age as "before my expira-
tion date" and his hobbies as "hanging out 
with my friends, turkey and rye, or 
ketchup and mustard. " 
Mikes hip-hop-hooray attitude and 
blissful state of Zen happiness seemed 
oddly out of place after I discovered what 
strange situations he has to monitor. For 
example, one scenario involved a cop and 
someone called Dreamy Legs. The officer 
was just about to score with Dreamy when 
Guide HAT broke in, challenging them 
both to a watoosi contest. 
AOL, the worlds most successful 
Internet carrier, instituted guides to pro-
mote membership service, report system 
problems and enforce its "rules of the 
road." "Oh, yeah," Mike explained , "a fancy 
way of saying we monitor the talk, boot 
the kooks and aid the Internet clueless." 
He went on to explain why he had decided 
to become an AOL guide. "I was an old 
hand online by the time I became a guide. 
1 was a member of the Game Parlor Team 
and had been an AOL member since 1990. 
I knew my way around the system and was 
comfortable in chat areas. 1 sort of became 
addicted to the Internet. My time spent 
online was eating up my paycheck, so I 
looked into guiding as a way to supple-
ment my habit. I figured, how hard could 
it be, this guiding thing? Then, I e-mailed 
AOL. Boy, was I in for a surprise." 
Mike explained how thorough AOIS 
procedures are for becoming a guide. Each 
applicant must be 18, have been an AOL 
member for at least six months with no 
billing violations, have a working knowl-
edge of the system and type at least 25 
words per minute. Becoming an AOL guide 
is not easy. You must first pass a rigorous 
online interview conducted by an AOL 
guide manager. Then sit back and wait . 
and wait ... and wait. The demand is high 
for this position. Potential candidates can 
wait up to four months before being grant-
ed an interview. "If you pass that, and AOL 
thinks you have enough brains and can talk 
the chat room shtick, they send you the 
mother of all training manuals to study for 
a couple of weeks," Mike said. An online 
training process follows, in which an AOL 
guide manager monitors the trainee 
through various chat rooms, testing Internet 
knowledge, question/response time and 
rapport with the people online. Once 
selected, you must commit to nine hours of 
guiding per week. So what is the payo!P A 
free AOL account to go nuts with; chat 
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incessantly about nothing at all with thou-
sands of str.angers from who knows where; 
crawl the World Wide Web; learn the lan-
guage unbeknownst to all online chat 
groupies; or ingratiate yourself to all by 
becoming a computer-age Michaelangelo 
by drawing smiles : ), grins [g], roses@>-
@>- and breasts @@. Or moon some-
body with a LU. 
The hundreds of volunteer guides 
who work from their homes use their 
own equipment, live in all parts of the 
United States and have regular jobs 
when not guiding chat room addicts. 
According to Mike, the other jobs that 
are held by guides include computer 
analysts, newspaper reporters, school 
teachers, hair stylists and even extermi-
nators. The guides have regular 
get-togethers around the country where 
they meet in person, socialize and swap 
stories. They discuss the ins and outs of 
tossing off the hackers and the frighten-
ing reality of threats against them 
(vendettas and mail bombs, for 
instance) , which is the reason no one 
reveals his or her identity. 
With this in mind, you may wonder 
why there is a quest to become a guide. 
Ask Mike and he will tell you that in the 
beginning it is the lure of a free Internet 
account. The more he was on AOL, the 
more it became a source of socialization 
with hundreds, if not thousands, of peo-
ple across the country that he would not 
have met otherwise. "I have made a lot of 
friends online," Mike stated. "In fact, 1 met 
my current girlfriend on AOL. She was a 
regular in one of the chat rooms that I 
monitored. I liked her style, checked out 
her profile and saw that she lived in 
Manhattan , so I sent her an e-mail after 
one of my shifts. We swapped e-mails for 
months, she finally allowed me to tele-
phone her and we eventually met 
face-to-face. She is now an AOL guide and 
we are living together in our New York 
apartment," he said. As they enjoy AOL, 
Mike and his girlfriend are determined to 
keep the chat rooms at least halfway 
decent, especially because the member-
ship keeps growing. "But the real reason," 
Mike admits, "is because it makes me feel 
like a big shot. " Big shot or not, three 
hours had passed and it was time for 
Mike's shift to end. He said goodbye to 
everyone and signed off for the night. 
Morning would come and with it another 
day on Wall Street, in the suit-and-tie rat 
race. After hours? That belongs to "Guide 
Hat" and the Internet. ® 
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By Grace Skalski 
Among the most cherished treasures in the city of Chicago, the turn-of-the-20th-century Cultural Center 
presents her loveliest features on her 
Washington Street side. Beyond the 
bronze-trimmed , glass-door entrance, a 
regal foyer and center staircase of heaven-
ly white marble receive visitors. Like a 
royal grandmother arrayed in brocade 
folds of millions of rich mosaic tiles , she 
stands perpetually ready to embrace gen-
eration after generation. Her stunning 
beauty evokes visions of the workmen 
(surely men and surely immigrants then) 
who so carefully inlaid the tile jewels 
there in the late 1890s. This is a journey 
in time that connects us and weaves us 
- every one - into the fabric of the 
American beaux arts heritage, with gener-
ations who came before us and with those 
yet to come in wonderment. 
As if to the strains of Copeland's 
"Fanfare fo r the Common Man ," the 
Carrara marble staircase leads to the pala-
tial Preston Bradley Hall , a pearl of great 
price that is owned - really - by the 
public and fo r the public. Curled bronze 
filigree, spacious archways and a vaulted 
ceiling Oow to the spectacular centerpiece 
Tiffany dome where, below, each 
Wednesday noon , WFMT-FM radio 
broadcasts Dame Myra Hess Memorial 
Concerts throughout the city. The con-
certs are an important link to World War 
II , when London's Dame Myra Hess 
insisted that concerts continue, even 
while London was bombed. Even in war, 
or especially in war, she knew that art 
and culture sustain the human spirit. 
The utter volume of the surrounding 
beauty transcends our capacity to 
embrace it. Our cup of visual pleasure 
and spiritual awe is brimming. Perpetual 
mosaics frame powerful thoughts in 
words in lO languages. In German and 
Arabic, Latin and French , Greek and 
Italian , we can read vivid thoughts 
expressing profound experiences: 
"0 Susse Stimme, 0 Susse Ton. Die 
Muttersprache in einen fremden Land." 
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(Oh sweet voice, Oh sweet sound. To 
hear the mother tongue in a foreign land.) 
Beyond and throughout, the builders 
have written in mosaic stone the names of 
great writers of the world, now a faithful 
reminder that this Cul tural Center was 
Chicago's first public library. People still 
alive can remember early impressions, as 
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if from an old-time movie: the vast top 
Ooor reading room and rather dim, long-
stemmed hanging lamps above rows of 
wide tables and straight-backed chairs; 
the heavy dark brown wood trim; 1930s 
and '40s people studying, improving their 
minds, hoping to discover new opportu-
nities through books, meeting fellow 
strivers there; and, in the olden days, that 
young man searching for a proper way to 
meet that attractive young woman study-
ing near the window, who was always 
there on Wednesdays. 
So many bonds this building holds. 
Why did it have to relinquish the books 
- indeed, almost relinquish its very self 
- to the siege of architectural renewaP 
For the love and vision of one woman , 
against the odds of powerful commerce , 
this masterpiece survived. It was a 
moment , perhaps, that she was born 
for ; perhaps it was the cosmic reason 
she met, fell in love, and became the 
wife of the city's mayor. What a fitting 
transition from public library to cultural 
center, where events and exhibits and 
art still celebrate the unive rsal richness 
of the human spirit. It is still , and forev-
er, appropriate to thank her. <!t 
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